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You know Captain Jack's missing two years, when his 
memories were wiped by the Time Agency? Well don't tell 
him, but he was editing Torchwood magazine. Since 
2008, I've done nothing but drink tea and check my emails 
He's a good worker, but he's always on his Bluetooth 
Antisocial, that's what it is. 


Anyway, Jack's time in this office is up, and he's got a пе 
assignment in somewhere called Holly Wood (I think it's in 
Powys). So that's it for Torchwood magazine. | would keep 


it going myself, but this tea isn't going to drink itself 
going going 


But don't be downhearted! We've picked a hell of an issu 
to go but on. We've got great new interviews with both 
John Barrowman and Еме Myles, plus your pick of the 
best ever Torchwood moments. Fiction fans VIII ჩიძ three 


brand new short stories, including а Toshiko adventure 
by Children Of Earth writer James Moran, and a 10-page 
timey-wimey epic from Steve Tribe and James Gi 

To round it all off, there's also a ghost story from 
Baxendale, who wrote our very first Torchwood short 
story, Harm's Way, long ago in issues 48-10. 


And, as if that wasn't enough, this issue’s comic 
strip action comes from the dream team that 

is Gary Russell and John Ridgway here's 
a guide to all the other comics, too! And 

there's Andrew Pixley's mega-guide to A Day In 
The Death! And check out that double cov 

There will never be a last page of 

Torchwood magazine! Mwahahaha! 


Ahem. Right. Before Im buried under the 
weight of my own exclamation marks, 

| shall conclude by saying th; 

Thank you to,everyone who has 
supported Torchwood magazine since 

we started out in February 2008. | hope 
we've entertained and amused you in 
equal measure, informed you as much as 
possible, and infuriated you just a little 
now and again. 


you in The New World! 
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А WHOLE WORLD OF NEW NEW WORLD INFO! 


Torchwood executive producer Russell T Davies 
has given Torchwood magazine the lowdown 
on the key production team that will head ир 
Torchwood: The New World when it goes into 
production in January 

The list of names includes leading industry 
figures with credits including Spooks, Dollh 
and The Walking Dead to thei 

First up is Bharat Nalluri, who will direct 
the opening episode of the 10-par 
will introduce Jack and Gwen to a whole n 
audience. He's no stranger to such tas! 
however, having pre 
first episodes of Spooks, Hustle and Life On Mars 
all for ВВСТ. 

“It's a delight and an honour to work 
Bharat," says Davies. "He's a magnificent dir 
who I've wanted to 
He's been a guiding light at Kudos Productions 
fora very long time, and he 


series, which 


usly directed 


rk with for yı ind years. 


stamped his 


imagination across the forefront of UK TV drama 


CASTING MIIIIM 


her directoria 
miniseri 
2008 m 


|| be Kelly Manners, the 


Angel and Dollhouse, and co 


World 


Buffy The Vampire 5 


5 of The X 
aff are listed o 
nbine a British director like Bharat 
h the best of US prod n staff, under 
Starz and BBC banner, seems just too good to 
be true,” Davies added. “We've spent many 


couldn't be more e 

For more from Russell T Davies, see opposite. 
For the very latest news about the show, follow the 
official Twitter feed @TW_TheNewWorld 


The showbiz rumour mill has been going into overdrive as casting for The 
New World gets under way. Though no official announcements had been 
made when we went to press, leading the pack were reports that Arlene Tur 
has been cast as Doctor Vera Juarez (a character first named in TWM #23). 
The actress is best known for her role as Bebe Arcel in another Starz 

series, Crash. Other names that have been linked to the series include 
Enver Gjokaj (Dollhouse), Chad Michael Murray (One Tree Hill), and 
Amber Stevens (Greek), but we stress that these are only rumours. 


The Woking Dead 


John Barrowman 
Eve Myles 
Bharat Nalluri (episode one) 


Kelly Manners (Angel, Dollhouse, Sons 
Of Anarchy) 


Greg Melton (The Walking Dead, 
The Mist) 


Shawna Trpcic (Dollhouse, Angel, Firefly) 


Todd Mcintosh (Detroit 187, Pushing 
Daisies, Buffy The Vampire Slayer) 


Nate Goodman (Heroes) 


Skip Schoolnik (The Walking Dead, 
Sons Of Anarchy, Angel) 


Russell T Davies and Julie Gardner 


11 January 2011 


RUSSELL T DAVIES WRITES 


Preproduction on Torchwood: The New World has started! It's just a few 
weeks before Christmas as 1 write this, and we're gearing up towards. 
filming in the New Year. Already there has been a production recce to 
Cardiff and the surrounding areas, led by Julie Gardner with old friends. 
on board to handle the UK side of production. I'm pleased to say that 
Ed Thomas, Torchwood’s original designer, is returning to the fold to 
help us. Working alongside Greg Melton, it's sure to make for the 
greatest fusion of UK and US talents imaginable! 

< Also, the current producer of The Sarah Jane Adventures, Brian 
Minchin, has been acting in Cardiff as our UK producer, liaising with 
the team across the Atlantic. We've even brought in our most faithful 
members of the old team, such as location manager Gareth Skelding, 
to make us feel right at home! 

On the US side, Shawna Trpcic was also in the UK, to meet up with 
the key UK cast — which is more than just John and Eve — for fittings. 
But the bulk of production will be based in the US, and it's full steam 
ahead here, with nine of the 10 scripts already in existence, and the 
writers rattling out new drafts every week! Of course, there are also 
production meetings galore and a whole host of new people about to 
be thrown into the madness that is Torchwood... It might be a different 
city in a different country, under a very different and very blue sky, 
but it's still exactly the same show at heart — as you're about to find 
out. Here we go again! 

Finally, РА like to say thanks to all of you who have supported 
Torchwood magazine over the years — it's been hugely appreciated. 
Thanks especially to Simon Hugo and Phil White, who have undertaken 
a truly Herculean task, and enhanced the whole production with 

imagination, wit and style. Thank you, Simon and Phil! | hope you can 
both get a day off now! Merry Christmas. And Happy New World! 


LOS ANGELES, DECEMBER 2010 


(IT'S STRICTLY BUSINESS) 


John Barrowman will don his dancing shoes 
on BBCI this month, as a contestant in the 
Strictly Come Dancing Christmas Special 
Other celebrities taking part include presenter 
Fern Britton, Business Secretary Vince Cable 
s!" It's Panto Time and actress June Brown, best known for 
playing Dot Cotton in EastEnders. 
Оп the show, Barrowman will be partnered with 
professional dancer Kristina Rihanoff, but is no slouch 


‘Oh Ye: 


in the strutting stakes himself, having danced in 
numerous stage productions, as well as competing in 
ITV's Dancing On Ice in 2006. 
rictly Come Dancing is hosted by Bruce Forsyth, 
but in a recent interview Barrowman revealed that he 
would love to take over should the 82-year-old Forsyth 
retire. “Brucie is a TV icon," he said. "If he were to 
offer those dancing shoes го me, I'd gladly take them." 
Anyone who wants to see Barrowman perform in 
person will find him starring in a 3-D version of 
Aladdin at the Glasgow SECC from 11 December to 


ЖЯ. e SDS 
შენების Со, For details, go to www-ticketsoup.com 
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IANTO LOVES GWEN(T) 
GARETH SUPPORTS YOUTH THEATRE 


Gareth David-Lloyd is campaigning to save Gwent Theatre, where he was part of the 
youth group. The theatre faces closure after the Arts Council of Wales decided to 
end its annual grant of £250,000. 

The former Torchwood star appears in a short film made by the theatre, in 
protest at the cuts, The film includes interviews with local residents and other 
interested parties 

"| was a bit of an outcast,” says David-Lloyd in the film, which can be seen оп 
YouTube; “| didn’t have that many friends. When | came to Abergavenny, to 
Gwent Young People’s Theatre, | met a whole host of new friends - a real family 
atmosphere.” 

Gwent Theatre plays to schools and community groups throughout the Gwent 
area, Managers say the organisation will be wound up in December unless there is 
а last minute change of heart by the ACW or they find alternative sources of funding. 

The group has also launched four YouTube adverts asking viewers to sign an 
e-petition to the Welsh Assembly. You can see the film and show your support at: 
www.youtube.com/user/SaveGwentTheatre 


SUN SHINES ON IANTO FANS 
MOFF TWEET ROCKS FLEET STREET 


For reasons best known to themselves, The Sun chose to report ‘news’ last month 
that Steven Moffat has no plans to revive lanto Jones, despite “hundreds of 
complaints” from viewers. The Doctor Who executive producer, who has no direct 
involvement in Torchwood or The Sarah Jane Adventures, had previously Tweeted 
“Ianto fans only: Russell's character, and I thought his death scene was brilliant. Not 
reversing it. Stop asking.” Sources close to Torchwood magazine suggest Moffat 
also has “no plans" to revive Laura Palmer in Twin Peaks, Bouncer in Neighbours, 
cast of Blake's 7. 


BARROWMAN OR BUST! 
A MASTERPIECE FOR YOUR MANTELPIECE 


Torchwood magazine has been given 
a sneak preview of the eight-inch, 
three-quarter length bust of Captain 
Jack Harkness coming in 2011 from 
Titan Merchandise. 

The highly detailed bust is part of 
the new Masterpiece Collection 
range from Titan Merchandise, which 
also includes busts of Matt Smith 
as the 11th Doctor and Karen Gillan 
as Amy Pond. The first figures in 
the range are due to be released in 
April next year, and will be available 
from specialist retailers such as 
Forbidden Planet, Play and 
Entertainment Earth. 

For more information on 
busts and other products from 
Titan Merchandise products, visit 
www.titanmerchandise.co.uk 
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Lots of lovely letters and emails һауе flooded іп 
you to everyone who got in touch — on this topic 


and any other. We really did read them al 


€ SHELF LIFE 

I've collected every issue of Torchwood magazine, 
so I'm sad that it's ending, even if my bedroom 
shelf won't be! Is there any chance you could 
interview John Barrowman in your last issue? It'd 
be lovely if he could bid us a temporary goodbye, 
just until the new series starts up next year! 
MICHELLE ROBERTS 

VIA EMAIL 


€ WHO WILL BE MY GUIDE? 

I've never been as fanatical about a TV show as 
much as | have about Torchwood, so it's been 
great to have had your magazine throughout the 
last few years to support my obsession! I've. 
really liked your episode guides especially, as 
they often pick up on things I've missed when 
watching the episodes, and encouraged me to go 
back and watch them again and again. | think 
Үт going to be watching those DVDs a lot while 
үт waiting for The New World to begin! Thanks 
for all your hard work from a completely obsessed 
Torchwood fan. You'll be missed! 

DEE JENNER 

VIA EMAIL 


€ THE GOOD DIE YOUNG 
If it wasn't bad enough losing Tosh, 
Owen and lanto, now I'm going 

to be mourning my beloved 
Torchwood magazine, too! 

| can't believe the magazine 

is finishing just as a new series 

is on the way. The short 

stories are all that have kept me 
going since Children Of Earth, 

and | was especially pleased you'd 
started including Tosh and Owen again. 
Maybe they're cursed! Ah well, | guess I'll 

just have to revisit my back issues until The New 
World comes around. Thanks to everyone who 
worked to make the magazine as good as it was. 
Torchwood's finest really do die young! 

JODI MCMANUS 

NEWCASTLE 
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since last issue, commiserating our demise. Thank 


€ HIDDEN MESSAGES 
1 was very sorry to hear that Torchwood magazine 
is coming to its end, because I've been a reader 
since day one. | feel like I'll be adrift without my 
regular helping of news and interviews, all about 
the adventures of Captain Jack Harkness and his 
team. | don't know where I'll go now to try 
and pick up and fragments of news 
about the best show on Earth from 
now on. | know that everything 
Û changes, but it doesn't seem fair 
'b that we're going to have a new 
series of the show, The New 
| World, without its own magazine 
to document it. Its а shame 
the magazine's run out of time - 
it really was a sleeper hit, and the 
features always had a bit of meat to 
them! | don’t know how РИ combat 
my feelings of loss. Hopefully someone will 
push the reset button and bring it back sometime! 
By the way, if you haven't already noticed, I've 
hidden the titles of various Torchwood episodes 
іп my letter — see how many you can spot! 
JOANNA DRAIN 
MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA 


THIS ISSUE: SHELVES 
SAVED, PIXLEY PRAISED, 
STORIES SALUTED, 
TITLES TUCKED AWAY, 
REQUESTS RAISED AND 
FOND FAREWELLS... 


1 have heard that your magazine is coming to an 
end, and | would be very honoured if my letter 
could be the last one you publish on your T-Mail 
page. I'm afraid that | don’t have anything very 
interesting to say, but to be honest it’s probably 
this or something about lanto, and frankly | think 
we've had quite enough of that. 

WILSON SAYLE 

VIA EMAIL 


@ FOILE 
Why does everyone take the whole lanto thing to 
the extreme? If you're not getting letters from 
people practically dying over him, you're getting 
letters from people who are seriously peeved at 
them! For the last issue of Torchwood magazine 
1 don't think there should be any controversial 
letters on the matter so everyone reading can get 
a rest from all the anger and just enjoy your 
farewell (which I'm sure will be awesome as you 
have yet to fail my expectations). Thank you 

for keeping us all updated, entertained and damn 
right happy! Well done! 

DUNYASHA BARROW 

VIA EMAIL 
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“WHEN ГМ IN 
ΤΗΕ OUTFIT 
ΑΝΡ | HAVE 


return 
of the 


JACK 


IT’S BEEN OVER A YEAR SINCE CAPTAIN JACK HARKNESS 
LEFT PLANET EARTH BEHIND. BUT JOHN BARROWMAN 
STILL HAS HIS FEET FIRMLY ON THE GROUND, AND THE 
STAR CAN'T WAIT FOR TORCHWOOD: THE NEW WORLD. 


INTERVIEW BY SIMON HUGO 


ohn Barrowman is the ultimate 

Renaissance man. Actor, singer, dancer 

author; there's nothing he can't turn 

his big manly hands to. And of course, 

Renaissance means rebirth -- something 

his alter ego Captain Jack knows 
more than a little about. 

But John Barrowman is not Captain Jack. OF 
course he will be Captain Jack in Torchwood: The 
New World. Don't panic on that score. He's just 
keen to stress that, despite the same chiseled jaw 
and devil-may-care demeanour, Jack and John 
are not the same man. 

"Whenever | return to being Jack, it's like 
putting on a pair of comfortable shoes or a nice 
pair of gloves that fit really well," John explains 
when we catch up with him in the London offices 
of his production company, Barrowman Barker. 
“I've been with him since his beginning, and 


though he's very different from me, he's very 


i mucha part of me, and I can call upon him at any 


time. Jack is not John Barrowman. He's a hero 10 
me, rather than just someone | play as an actor. 
That's why 1 do songs as a homage to him in my 
concert tour. | know that might sound bizarre to 
some people, but | understand it, and that's the 
most important thing. When I put that big coat 
on, something changes. When I'm in the outfit 
and | have my Webley in hand, something 
definitely happens." 

This is the first time we've interviewed John 
since Children Of Earth, since when a lot has 
changed. Torchwood is coming back to television 
as a 10-part series, co-produced by BBC Worldwide 
America and US production company Starz 
Filming begins in January, for broadcast on BBCI 


+ and Starz during 2011. The first question to ask 
+ вап obvious one.» 


TORCHWOOD (D 


here меге уои when you heard Torchwood was 


Ironically, | think v vas at home "IF | DIDN'T 
in Wales when | heard the exact details that we 


eere going ahead with Starz. But to be honest with 


დეს ово მი ТНІМК ABOUT 


the discussions that were going оп. It was just 


ТАЙ JACK A LOT, 


do. | never doubted it w 


asa THERE'D ВЕ 


hat was your reaction to the story 
It's massive. Oh, it's mind-bogglingly big! 


tory arc, then when | read the first episode 


Oh, That's all | can really say п 


WHO É >> тоот, WRONG 


things, and I want the audience to be as surprised 


A WITH ME." 


Did you have a wish list of things you wanted to 


е Jack doing in the new series? 


would love to do IL | have to be careful No, | allow the hat they do best, 


when | speak my mind about stuff, and | like to by that each time | read 
because | don't want people thinking it's a script. That makes it f 

come from anywhere else, but personally, have any preconceived ideas. Ο 

| think it would be great if Captain Jack I might say, Wouldn't 

and Matt's Doctor crossed paths. Right they'll listen, but oth 

away they wouldn't recognise each other, yourself over to what ti ust 
but they would know there was something as they allow me to take their scripts and do my 
unique and different about each other. eation on the screen. It's a give-and-take thing, 
That's just the way it is between Time 
Agents and Time Lords! But where they 
would meet? Would it be between missed Jack while he's been away? 
Children Of Earth and this new series of ym always surrounded by him. I've 
Torchwood? Or would it be going back in gota lot of different things going on, but sitting 
time, to a point in Jack's history? There are in my office right now, there he is on the walls 
so many stories to tell. 111 let you in on ere's David, Freema and myself, and framed 

a little secret, though. | spoke to Steven nagazine со When I walk in my front 


Moffat at an awards ceremony recently, door, there’s the Dalek that shot me and made me 


and | told him | would love for Jack to be immortal! So I'm constantly reminded by it, and 


іп Doctor Who again. He said, That's not I'm constantly excited about what's coming 


an impossibility. | think it would be great ІН didn’t think there would b 


too.’ So fingers crossed. Maybe we'll find something wrong with me. Besides, I've known all 


out the truth about the Face of Boe! along he'd be coming back! 


ex 


>% აჯ x 
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JOHN BARROWMAN | 


Jod of n Children 
à OF Earth: Dey Fre 
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თ, So you've Пай to bite your tongue. Have you 
wanted to tell everyone? 

'Of course | have! But that's part of what we do. 
We have to keep it quiet because deals are being 
° done. People will say to me, ‘Oh come on, tell 
us,’ and | si ‘Guys, I'd love to, but | really can't." 
One word out of place could ruin the whole thing 
— and | don't mean the story, | mean the whole 
production дегі! | have to say though that our fans 
are really great about it. They've sat back and 
let it all happen, which is wonderful because the 
reward is even bigger than anyone imagined 


y mo 
Did you ever imagine it would get this big? What 


would you say if | took a Vortex Manipulator 
қыз back to 2005 and 1014 you about Torchwood: Тһе 
New World? 
rst, I would have said, “Shut up!’ Then | would 
have thought about it and gone, ‘Yes!’ | wouldn't 
have believed you, but also | would totally believe 
it was possible. In the back of my mind, I'd have 
thought, ‘Yeah, why not?’ Also, ‘cos I'm a sci-fi geek 
if you'd got a Vortex Manipulator I'd know you 
were telling me for а reason! | would say ‘Shut up!’ 
and ‘Yes!’ and then ‘Make sure you don't meet 
ourself because you might create a paradox! 


What do you think is the key to its success? 
"| think it's those fantastic, driven characters that 
Russell created. And we have to give Starz credit 
for their part in this, because they're allowing 
those characters to go on. It's a fantastic network 
to be involved with, because they allow their 
programmes to be slightly different than everyone 
else's. Theyre more game to try things that other 
networks wouldn't do, and they're allowing us to 
have the same two characters you guys know 
and not change them for a US audience. There w 
still be great new characters and new situations, 
but Jack is still going to like the boys, if you know 
what I mean." 


How do you think America will take to that? 
“| don't care! No, of course I do care, but | thin 
America will take to it fine. There will be a section 
f America that won't, just as there is in Britain. 
But that's their choice. They have a remote control, 
and they can turn it off. The ones that do watch 
itare the ones we will welcome, who will love itas 
much as our existing fans do, and we will love + 


them back. It's always strange to me why those 
people who do criticise shows force themselves 
to watch in the first place. You know what? 
Keep your mouth shut and turn it off! That's the 
bottom line." 


Did Desperate Housewives help you get back 

in the swing of doing American television after 
many years away? 

“To be honest with you, and this is going to sound 
really weird, Desperate Housewives was like a side 
gig for me. Don't get me wrong, it was major and 
it was something | really wanted to do, but it 
wasn't the be-all and end-all of my career. | was 
doing а lot of other things, and | had to fit 
Desperate Housewives in around them. | wasn't 


Desperote Housewives 


getting into it as a way to break into American 
television, and wasn't about to pack up and leave 
the UK for it. It's just ironic that after doing that, 
it's now Torchwood that is now hopefully going to 
put me on another level in the US.” 


What's the most different thing about working 
in the US system to here 

“Тһе catering! That's the only thing that's 
different. The catering in America is amazing, and 
the ‘craft services’ team have their own trailer! 
But filming-wise, it’s very much the same pace as 
what we would do over here.” 


When do you head out there? 
“When 1 finish the pantomime in Glasgow this 
year, | will catch a flight to Los Angeles the very 
next day. We will do a readthrough the day after, 
and then | start filming the day after that! Then 
we film in the States for a little bit, then we 
come back over here to film in Cardiff, and then 
we go back over to the States to finish. It really 
is all go! 

Vhat do you miss about the UK when you're 
in America? 
“I'm not one of those people who misses Marmite 
and jelly beans, because | can have all that 
shipped over. The dogs are going to be with me, 
and Scott will be with me, so the only thing I'l 
miss will be the British people. Part of the reason 
| love doing what | do over here is that | don't 
have to cover up when | go to the supermarket. 
1 don't have to go incognito in the UK. But it 
seems the bigger you get in America, the more 
you have to do that. But generally | don't miss 
anything when I'm in the States, because | know 
I'm always coming back. And that's the thing. 
My home's over here." 


Are there things you miss about America when 
you're over here 

“Му family is what 1 miss the most, because 
they're in Palm Springs and Illinois. | won't get to » 


JOHN BARROWMAN 


USA-LISTERS 


sort of person who goes nuts 
ple | want to work with — but 
you the people | think are hot! 


t reason, | certainly wouldn’t say по 


see them at Christmas, because m in pantomime, 
but I'll see them when I'm out there, so that will 


be good. But hey, I'm doing what I’m love doing, 


so thinking in terms of what | miss is never 
going to be how | do things” 


What other projects are you working on now? 
“ме got the pantomime. I've just released ту 
concert DVD. | start rehearsals for the Strictly 
Come Dancing Christmas Special tomorrow. What 
else? Hopefully there will be another series of 
Tonight's the Night, if all goes well, another 
concert tour, and I've already got pantomime 
booked for next year! Ironically, since Torchwo 
has been brought back, I've been offered quite 

a lot of stuff in America. I’ve been getting offers 
left, right and centre and turning them down 
Oh, and my sister Carole and | are working on 
a series of fantasy novels.” 


What can you reveal about those? 

“Not much just yet, but everyone who has seen 
them has said really good things. We're talking 
movie rights and everything. Not to pat myself on 
the back, but I think they're a thrilling read. My 
sister's done a brilliant job. It actually came about 
after we did that comic strip for Torchwood 
magazine [Captain Jack And The Selkie, TWM14] 
165 a real shame that this is going to be the last 
issue. | think it’s a magazine that everybody really 
enjoys. If it does come back {4 love to do 
another comic strip!” 


@ токсниоор 


Í are based on my sister and | — the fant. 


“THERE WILL BE 


PEOPLE NOW 


WHO DISCOVER 
DOCTOR WHO 


THROUGH 


TORCHWOOD!” 


If the bool be will y 
a starring role? 
“үй be lying if | said we hadn't written a character 


that I'd love to play! The two main characters 


come movies, 


sy lives we 


would love to have lived.” 


Some people would say you're already living 
a fantasy life. 

“Well, | don't know about that, but it has been ап 
amazing journey. It's six years since Captain Jack 
was first on Doctor Who. | thought it was only 
going to be a stint for two series, but by my third 
episode the public had really taken to him. When 


+ and there will be people now who discov 


Russell and Julie told me Jack was getting his own 
series... Well, | remember it really well, because 
it was 7/7, the day the bombs went ОН in London. 
I wanted to celebrate, but it would have been 
inappropriate to do it in public, so | went home 
and opened a bottle of Cristal with Scott. We did 
that again when | got the news about Starz. We've 


come so far from the mothership that is Doctor 


+ Who. Russell never liked to call Torchwood a spin- 


off, and now it really isn’t. We're our own entity, 
Doctor 
Who through Torchwood, instead of the other 
way round. It’s just incredible that it’s gone that 
way, and it makes me very proud. 


Jensen talks 
directing! 
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А NEW SHORT STORY BY JAMES MORAN 
WITH ART BY ADRIAN SALMON 


@ токснноод 


arkness. Dust. Pain. Dripping water. 

Awake. | think I'm awake. | must be alive. If 

| was dead, | wouldn't be in this much pain. 

Ат | still in the museum? Suppose | must be. 

The blast took out half of the ceiling, that 

means I'm stuck in the basement. Pitch black 

in here. Wonderful. This will look good on my annual 

appraisal. “Hard worker, proficient at keeping up with 

changing technologies, but probably better off staying in 

the Hub and not trying to apprehend dangerous aliens 
without any backup.” 

Don't move just yet. You don't know how badly 


injured you are. Can you move your toes? Yes. Fingers? 
Yes, Arms? Yes. Okay, feel around for wounds and bone 
damage. Just like you've been trained. Take it slow. Right, 
that would be а large open wound in your leg, don't 
panic. Doesn't seem to be any damage anywhere else. 
Let's try sitting up- 


OW. OW. OW. 

Okay, add concussion to the list. Take it more slowly. 
Need to tie off that leg wound, or you'll bleed to death. 
Come on, sit up, you'll go into shock soon if you don't do 
something. Slowly. Sit up. And focus. Keep your mind 
centred on something. Don't lose track of what you're 
doing. Talk to yourself, out loud if you have to. Nobody's 
listening. Nobody's here. Just you 

My name is Toshiko Sato. "т 26 and a half years old. 
I'm bleeding to death. And I'm going to die here, alone, in 


the dark. 


ack paced next to the desk, while Tosh typed 
How long?' 
Be quicker if you weren't standing over те 
asking me every 30 seconds," said Товһ 
‘We've got 15 dead bodies already, and more 
about to come in." 


1 know what's at stake! Don't rush те! You 
don't know how tricky this is, I've got to align three 
satellites at the same time, with a tiny margin 
for error.” 

“Let her work, Jack,” said Gwen. “Shouting at her 
won't help. 

"Yeah," said Owen, packing а medkit. “Let her 
do her computer thing, so we can go and shoot the 
bad guy. 

Tosh felt herself starting to blush. Her computer 
thing? Typical. Just a few careless words, and she 
felt like an idiot, a gawky teenager all over again. 
Owen didn't even realise he was doing it. It must be 
his special skill 

lanto breezed past. “SUV's all ready го rock, extra 
ammo and bug spray. Any progress?" 

Tosh snapped. "Not yet! I'm going as fast as 
| can. Don't suppose there's any chance of a” She 
stopped, as she saw the fresh coffee sitting next to 
her keyboard. lanto must have put it there as he 
went past, without her noticing. Tosh flashed him. 
а smile, and he winked back at her. The screen 
beeped. Tosh stared at it, and sighed, 

What's up?" said Jack. 

"Didn't work. The satellites are tracking properly, 
but the Chirrka's not giving off enough hydrogen 
sulphide, they can't pick it up." 

*Great. Well that was a waste of time. How are 
we going to find it now?" 


aste of time. Yes, sure. Because nothing 1 do is 
worthwhile, eh? Just do "my computer thing”, 
tappity tap away on the keyboard, while уои 
all run off and do the important stuff. Well 
you wouldn't be able to find that stuff without me, if 
1 wasn't there you'd get lost or shot or killed or turned 
into zombie monkey slaves (that was a weird case). 

1 don't know why 1 bother explaining what I'm 
doing every time. | can see their eyes glazing over when 
1 get into the really technical details. They don't care 
how it's done, they have no idea how difficult it is, they 
just expect те to work miracles. Get it done! Hurry up! 
Do your computer thing! 

Okay, that's the leg wound tied off. Feels like the 
bleeding's slowed down. Now I need to see what the 
hell I'm doing. Don't suppose the lights are still 
working. Even if | could find the light switch, and the 
power was still connected, the bulb’s probably smashed. 
Stop rambling, Toshiko. Focus. You have to do this 
оп your own. 


ack and Owen were arguing. Again. 

"You're sure this thing only needs carbon? 

Nothing else?" 

"Jack, I've got 15 bodies in the morgue, all 
completely stripped of carbon. The Chirrka has been 
carving a swathe through Cardiff ever since it came 
steaming out of the Rift, | think it's safe to say it's 
pretty peckish. It takes a few other trace amounts 
of sulphur and nitrogen, but carbon is the main dish 
of the day.” 

“How do we know it eats the carbon?” 

“Who cares what it does with it? Maybe it's 
making a load of pencils. It's killing people by 
sucking the carbon out of their bodies. In my 
professional medical opinion, it's a carbon junkie." 

Gwen stood between them, trying to calm them 
down. "Girls, girls, stop it! You're BOTH pretty! 
Come on, this is getting us nowhere." 

Tosh had been staring at the last two death 
reports. Something was niggling at her, so she added 
the reports to her database and called them all up 
оп а map of the city. She grinned triumphantly 
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"Look!" she said. “It came out of the Rift here, 
and the first death was here. Ever since then, it's 
been moving in a straight line. These people just got 
in the way. It still wants carbon, but it must be going 
somewhere it can get easier access to it." 

She extended the line of те alien's path, right to 
the edge of the city. At the end of the path, right on 
the line, was a large hospital. 

"St Conlan's Hospital," she said. "It's got the 
largest morgue in the city, a cancer ward, and 
a coma ward." 

“My God,” said Gwen. "It's perfect — hundreds of 
bodies, alive and dead, who can't fight back. It's 
going to stuff its face." 

„ anto raised an eyebrow. "Well, it is lunchtime 
Sandwiches in the SUV, by the way.” 

Jack checked his gun and ran towards the exit. 
“Let's go and explain that tourists aren't allowed to 
eat thé locals. Thanks Tosh,” 

“Yeah, good work Tosh,” said Gwen, following 
"the others. 

Tosh stared at them, all ready with her gun and 
bag. "Should | come along? Might be a handful. 

"No," said Jack. “You to keep an eye on things 
from here and update us if anything changes." 

"Safer here anyway," said Owen. "Might get a bit 
shooty. Laters!” 

“But πι fully trained for-" Tosh stared at the 
door, which slammed shut. They were gone. She sat 
down again, sighing. 


eah, you stay in the Hub. Might get a bit 

dangerous out there, and you'd probably just 

drop your gun or something. For God's sake, I'm 

fully trained! I've been out on operations — more 
dangerous ones than that. Why didn't they want me 
with them on this? They don't take me seriously. If 
there's fighting and shooting to be done, I'm never first 
choice to go along. | mean, sure, my main duties are in 
the Hub, co-ordinating, monitoring all the channels 
and cameras | can find, sort of their eye in the sky. 
Makes sense, don't get me wrong. But l'm just as good 
а shot as anyone. Better than Owen! Although he'd 
never admit it. And | wouldn’t push it, don’t want to 
embarrass him. Boys and their guns, they get a bit 
funny about them. Although | did joke about it at 
the time. It's okay, you didn’t get а good grouping on 
the target, it.happens to everyone sometimes, you're 
just tired, you сап try again later... That didn't go down 
too шей, Oops. 

But | get it, I'm the techie, the geek, the one with the 
glasses at the computer, living up to the stereotype. 
Want a secure server broken into? An impossible code 
cracked? Access to a military satellite that we're not 
supposed to know exists? Brand new piece of equipment 
built from scratch that bends one or two laws of 
physics? Just bark at me and I'll do it, quickly, quietly, 
without complaint. Give me a keyboard, a phone, and 
а soldering iron, and | can hack the whole world. 


But right now, | have nothing. No phone. No 
internet. No comms. No email, No computer. No plug 
sockets. No circuit boards. No cables. Not even a simple 
transistor. I've searched half of this basement, in 
the dark. 

So far, I've found a fireplace. 

Great. I'll be out of here in no time. 


josh sat at her desk. She phoned Gwen, and 
heard the sound of the SUV speeding down 
the road. 
"Gwen? It's me. Anything happening?” 

“Not yet. We're halfway there. Traffic’s terrible, 
but as you'd expect, lack has been very patient." 

In the background, Tosh could hear Jack 
shouting. "Stupid Sunday-driving idiots! Would you 
GET OUT OF THE ROAD!” 

Tosh grinned. "Nothing to report here, 
just sitting in the Hub, waiting. Very dull. | expect 
you're all” 

“Hold on. Got to go, there's another body. l'II call 
you back." 

And she was gone. Tosh sighed, and looked 
around the empty Hub. She span around in her chair 
a few times, until she got dizzy and had to stop. 

She stared at her map again, with the dots where 
the Chirrka had struck. She followed the line with 
her eyes, double-checking. 

Then frowned. 


kay, updated inventory: fireplace, one. Matches, 

one box. Old newspapers, lots of. Leaky water 

pipe in ceiling, one. Posh Victorian chair, 

smashed, one. Crumbly old playing cards, 
several packs. Rocks from the caved-in ceiling, lots of. 
Useless nerd with wounded leg, one. 

Some of the newspapers are burning merrily in the 
fireplace, so at least | can see what Іт doing. Which 
isn't much. Have to lie down again for a bit, no, sit 
down, don’t lie down, can't fall asleep, if | fall asleep 
while I'm concussed, bleeding and possibly in shock, 
then | might not wake up again. 

So basically | have nothing. l'm in the basement of 
ап abandoned museum, with some bits of old rubbish. 
Should have stayed in the Hub, like | was supposed to. 
They were right. It's safe in the Hub. I'm hardly going 
to get killed sitting at my desk doing “my computer 
thing’, am I? 

1 just wish they appreciated me, | wish 1 felt like 
it was worth it, that they knew how hard I work. I'm sure 
they don't even consider те a proper member of the 
team, I'm just the tech support, hiding in the background. 
lanto used to be Alfred т the Batcave, now he goes out 
‘on operations, holds his own, and is a force to be 
reckoned with. Why ат | still the invisible one? 

1 know why. Because | can't handle it. I'm stuck іп 
а basement, dying. If one of the others were here, they'd. 
figure a way out. Іт useless without my equipment. Just 
a phone, even! | could call for help, or use the browser to 


access the Torchwood server, or take it apart and make 
a sonic resonator to vibrate a hole in the wall! 

‘And now т getting cranky because | haven't checked 
my email for over an hour. It’s just not natural. 


osh stared at the line, and double-checked her 
figures. Ran a scan again. If she was wrong, 
she'd look so stupid... But she had to try. She 
dialled Jack's number. 

"Yeah?" 

“Hi, it's me. Listen, I've been looking at the path 
the Chirrka took, and I'm wondering if maybe it's 
after something else, not humans." 

“We've been through this. It eats carbon. We're at 
the hospital now, making sure it doesn't get inside." 

“Not just carbon. Sulphur and nitrogen, too. Add 
oxygen and hydrogen to that, and you've got coal, 
I think it needs coal." 

"But it didn't take any oxygen or hydrogen from 
the bodies. Owen was pretty definite," 

“| know, but maybe it can't. It’s never been to 
Earth before, maybe its technology isn't suited to 
our bodies.” 

“So what's your point?" 

“Its going to pass over а large coal deposit 
underground. I've found а few buildings with deep 
basements that might provide easy access for 
3 hungry, determined alien." 

“| don't think it came here to go digging, it's 
been eating the carbon out of the locals, we have to 
protect this hospital. If there's no sign of it in an 
hour, then we'll check out your theory." 

“1 could go and check myself, maybe" 

^No, we need you in the Hub. Keep an eye on 
CCTV, keep the facial recognition scans going, watch 
out for anything that might be our guy. | gotta go." 

Click! He hung up. Tosh stared at the CCTV 
feeds, the facial recognition software doing its 
thing, the news and police reports coming in on 
another screen. 

She sat there in silence for a moment. 

“The hell with this,” she muttered, and stood up, 
taking her gun out of the drawer. 


ep, brilliant move there, Toshiko. Get in trouble, 
and die in a hole somewhere. That'll show them. 
My only consolation is that they'll never know 
how badly | screwed up, because they won't ever 
find те. | never got a chance to tell them where | was 
going, they were so convinced my theory was rubbish. But 
I'm the one who got them to the hospital. That was my 
theory too. Why listen to that one, and not the other? 
Look at all this junk. Nothing even from the 20th 
Century, never mind the 21st. | have no practical skills — 
take away all my computers and equipment, and what 
can | do? Nothing. Just sit here and complain, while 
1 slowly bleed out. Guess they're right, ат better off behind 
a keyboard, God, | sound miserable. Am | always like this? 
Or is my impending death making me overly maudlin? Y 


“RIGHT NOW, | HAVE NOTHING. NO PHONE 


NO INTERNET. NO PLUG SOCKETS. МО GABLES. 
NOT EVEN A SIMPLE TRANSISTOR...” 
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UNPLUGGED 


TOSH DUCKED AS THE ALIEN FIRED THE DEVICE. 


THE AIR HOWLED AS BRICKS AND DUST 
CASCADED DOWN, SEALING THE ONLY EXIT. 


If Ym going to die, why couldn't it have been doing 
something heroic? | know Torchwood members die young, 
but the least we can expect is that we die saving the world, 
or at least preventing some huge catastrophe. | was 
hoping for a more impressive death than this. 


josh arrived outside the abandoned museum, 
laptop in one hand, gun in the other. The laptop 
had the CCTV, facial recognition, and police 
feeds in separate windows on the screen. 

"Don't need to be in the Hub to Keep an eye оп 
this," she muttered to herself. 

THe building was the second one on the Chirrka's 
path, but had the deepest basement, and soft soil. 
Should be easy enough for the alien to dig dowr to 
the coal, provided it had the right equipment. Tosh 
snipped off the padlock with a pair of bolt cutters, and 
pushed her way through the front door. 

Inside, the air was musty, stale. A thick layer of 
dust covered everything. Apart from the footprints 
leading to the basement stairs. Still, could be local 
kids, squatters. Tosh walked down the stairs, and 
shone her torch around. Must be a storage room, just 
some old stuff piled up in a corner, chairs, old 
newspapers, various bits and pieces. And a large 
excavation device, some sort of alien tech, with 
а sonic disruptor attachment. 

It was here, Тһе Chirrka was here. 

Tosh ran upstairs, dialling Jack on the phone. “It's 
mel I'm at” 

But as she reached the top of the stairs, the 
phone was knocked out of her hand by a scaly claw. 
The phone smashed against the wall, shattering into 
pieces, The Chirrka kicked Tosh in the back, knocking 
her over, Her laptop and gun went skidding across 
the floor, out of reach. Tosh rolled over in agony. The 
creature hissed at her, pulled out a large, silvery- 
black gun, and aimed it at her head. 


w. Shouldn't have tried standing up, that was 
silly. Okay, so these rocks aren't moving. Damn. 
Oh, for half a stick of 64 and a detonator. Well, 
maybe quarter of a stick, don't want to blow 
‘myself up too, Соте on, Toshiko! Think! You can always 
think of something when the team ask you to do the 
impossible, why not now? They don't even bother asking 
if you can do it, they just assume you can- 

Huh. That's interesting. 

They never just ask if | can do something. Hardly 
ever. Not lately. And it's usually stuff that their lives 
depend оп, too. They just assume 1 can do it. They 
KNOW I can. They throw impossible, crazy stuff at me, 
and expect me to have a solution within five seconds. 

If they didn't appreciate me, they'd never ask me to 
do anything. They'd just decide ! couldn't до it. They 
know I'm clever. They know! You don't ask a stupid, 
useless person to pull off insanely difficult, mission- 
critical stuff, especially if your life is at stake. They trust 
me with their lives. Of course they do, we all trust each 


other the same way. | just never realised | was part of 
that equation. But | am, | really ат! 

1 miss them so much. Please don't let me die here, 
alone, before | get the chance to tell them all how much 
1 love them. Please. 

1 deserve better than that, don't I? 

Okay, enough of this. Stop complaining and think of 
а way out. Stop worrying about what you don't have, 
and focus on what you have. You can do this. Because 
you're bloody brilliant. 


ey!” shouted Tosh. “I just bought that laptop!” 

She grabbed a chair, and dived at the Chirrka, 

knocking the weapon out of its claw— but the 

momentum sent them both flying down the 
stairs into the basement. The creature stood up first, 
aimed a punch at Tosh, but she dodged it, and 
punched it in the throat. It staggered back, coughing, 
and Tosh hit it again, then picked up a chair and 
smashed it over its head. The Chirrka picked up the 
alien excavator, and aimed it at Tosh. 

“Careful! You'll cave in the сей-” 

Tosh ducked as the Chirrka fired the device. The 
air howled as the sonic disruptor blasted a section of 
the wall and ceiling. Bricks, rocks, and dust came 
cascading down, burying the Chirrka and the device, 
and sealing the only exit. Tosh was thrown to one 
side as several rocks hit her, and just as she lost 
consciousness, the room was plunged into darkness. 


ight, what do | have that's useful? Matches, 

papers, broken pipe, broken chairs, and lots of 

old playing cards. Great, | can play Solitaire until 

1 run out of blood. Not even new cards} they're 
probably all stuck together and dirty- 

Hmm. 

Toshiko Sato, you are an idiot. 

Old playing cards contain nitrocellulose. It was 
introduced in the early 19305, but it isn't used so much 
now because it's unstable. And when it gets wet, it can be 
used as an explosive. 

Worth saying again. You are an idiot. 

Okay, | need to rip up all of these playing cards, stuff 

them into that broken pipe, add some water, and fold 
the ends over by hammering them with a rock. 
Bingo. One homemade pipe bomb. Shove it into the wall, 
pile up old newspapers, set them on fire, and get behind 
something. The pressure will build up, the nitro will 
break down, it'll blow a hole in the wall, into next door's. 
basement, and | can get out. I can get out! 

бег? You're not 5ο reliant on technology after all, 
when you put your mind to it. Now, let's get started. 


ack at the Hub, as Owen tended to her 
wounds, Tosh couldn't stop smiling. 
“You're looking chirpy, considering you 
almost died," said Owen. 
“Yes, but | didn't die," said Tosh. "I got myself 
out of it, with no computers, no gadgets, no 


typing. And I stopped the Снитка from killing more 
people. All by myself. While you lot were wandering 
around a hospital, with no idea what was really 
going on." 

Jack, Gwen and lanto watched from the 
staircase, glad that Tosh was safe. 

“We'd have found you, sooner or later," said Jack. 

^No you wouldn't," said Tosh. 

"Sure we would," said Gwen. "You told us about 
the coal deposits, we'd have done a scan, and found 
the right building." 

“Qh really? And how do you calibrate the main 
scanner to search for coal? Underground? Ignoring 
the surrounding rock?” 

The others looked at her, clearly at a loss. lanto 
shrugged. “Press the ‘coal’ button?” 

Tosh shook her head. "You'd be lost without me. 
Admit it." 

Gwen smiled, and gave her a hug. “Good to һауе 
you back. Don't scare us like that again." 

“So what are you up to tonight?" asked Owen. 
“Let me guess. Buffy marathon, bottle of cheeky 
Rosé, and some ice cream?" 

"Sounds good to me,” said Tosh. “You inviting. 
yourself round, then?" 

“Ме? Nah. Got a hot date. Saucy redhead, 
with massive” 

“Owen!” said Gwen. "We don't want to know." 

Tosh looked downcast for a moment. Jack 
realised it, and jumped in to fill the silence. "Tosh, 
there is no way you are staying in tonight. You can 
buy your teammates a drink to celebrate. Owen, is 
she okay to go out?" 

“Yeah, just take it easy with her. Don't you break 
my Tosh." 

Owen closed his medkit and walked off, with no 
idea of the effect he was having on Tosh, who just 
smiled at him, р 

“Okay then,” said lanto. “First round's оп те, 
1 think” 3 

“ИІ meet you in there,” said Tosh. "Just want to 
clean up and change my clothes.” 

“Don't take too long,” said Jack. “Your pubs close, 
weirdly early on this planet.” 

Tosh followed the team into the main part οί 
the Hub, and watched them go. She was looking 
forward to relaxing with a drink, but first she had 
something to do. A shower and a change of clothes, 
yes. But something else after that. 

In case anything like this ever happened again, 
she wanted to make sure they knew how much she 
loved them. She was going to record a message on 
her computer, one that would be played after her 
final logout procedure. 

One day, when she was dead — probably killed in 
action, hopefully doing something impressive — 
they'd find the message, and would know how she 
felt about them. 

One day. But hopefully not for a long time. 7 
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IN TORCHWOOD: ΤΗΕ NEW WORLD, GWEN COOPER IS А 


MUM NOT TO BE MESSED WITH! EVE MYLES TELLS SIMON 
HUGO ABOUT THE MATERNAL INSTINCT AND MORE... 


"Oh, it's just brilliant," she says, as Matilda 
gurgles contentedly in the background. ^I think it's 
such a wonderful image for Gwen to have her gun 

in her right hand while she's warming up a bottle in 
her left. In so many shows a woman can either be 
a mother or an all-action figure, but in real life 
you've got to be both." 

So with a telephone in one hand and a парру 
in the other, Eve heroically fields our questions 
about the new series. We begin with the same 
one we asked John Barrowman, just a couple of 
days before... > 


ve Myles is changing nappies on a Friday 
night. Her baby girl, Matilda Myles 
Freegard, has just celebrated her first 
birthday, and is the centre of Eve and 
her partner Brad’s own new world. It’s 
all a far cry from life as an action hero 

- or maybe not, in the case of Torchwood. 

The last time we saw Gwen, she was heavily 
pregnant with Rhys's child. At the start of 
Torchwood: The New World, she too will be а mum, 
trying to live a quiet life with Rhys and baby 
Anwen. It's a story that Eve can relate to. 
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I've worked іп Washington DC with the Royal 
Shakespeare Company, hat's all. It 
a fantastic place to work, and the people are 
incredibly generous and welcoming. It's going to 
ling being in Los Angeles. It's going to be 
hirlwind, but having my family there will ke 
me grounded. I'm just really looking forward to 
seeing what they make of us! 


You know what? I'm going to terrify them with 
the amount of chicken dinners | can eat. l'm going 
to terrify these people with the amount of food 

! can eat in one serving. But I'm not going to 
change who | am, my work ethic or anything like 
that. I’m going to go, I'm going to work really 
hard, and that's all | can do. If | can make a fe 
friends on the way, that'll be lovely. All we want in 
America is to add to our fanbase, but to do that 

we need the fans we've already got. They should 
be very proud of themselves, because they've 


got us to where we are today 


ед а show as much as these fans love 
orchwood, | would be petrified of the show 
ying the same. Any sho stays the same 
becomes stale, boring and cancelled. The beauty 
of Torchwood is that Russell [T Davies] and Julie 
[Gardner] keep changing the format, so it becomes 
a different thing every time. | understand people 


don't like change when it comes to killing off 


characters they love, but if it means they're moving 
the project on to a different place, and making it 
bigger and bigger each time, it becomes 
everybody's project. You have to reach out to more 
and more people if you want to survive. 

А lot of our fans have been there since the 
beginning, and some of them are like mates nov 
When | go to tions and things it's like a big 
family, and it's their strength and commitment 
hat has kept us going. But even the most hardcore 
an would get bored of us doing the same old 
thing Пу. Every series has to shock, dazzle 
and take you somewhere different, otherwise 
what's the point? At the end of the day, it's a drama, 

I life. And if there wasn't drama within 
а just be like watching paint dry. 


You've seen the scripts now. What wer 
first impressions? 

“I was dumbfounded. It's simply the best thing 
ever. | can't tell you what people have got to look 
forward to. The fans are going to be so, so proud 
of what Russell and Julie have done with the n 
series. They're going to be blown off their feet. 

I was reading it and thinking, Oh my God, "т 
going to get to do all this stuff I've always dreamed 
of doing! It's incredible and m just. 
to do it 


boggling 


How much did Russell and Julie talk t. 

it beforehand? 

^| had an in-depth conversation with Julie before 
we'd been given the go-ahead, and I'd been 
given a synopsis of what the story was going to 
be about, This week, we've had a meeting with 
the producers where Julie went through it episode- 


by-episode. It's just so clever and so exciting. 


Children Of Enh 
Doy On 


Gilden O ton 


Russell Т Davies is endless. You get a script and you 
think this can't get any better, and then it does! 
1 don't know how he's done it.” 
lou have ble getting back into the 
mindset of Gwen? 
“Νο, notat all. She doesn't leave me. Wherever 
1 go, whatever | do, people are always talking about 
Torchwood, so she's kept alive, all the time. Тһе 
thing about Gwen is that she’s a character | worked 
hard on, and she’s written so well, that she is 
Пу real to me. After Children Of Earth, there 
ght | might never 
аз crushing and | couldn't 


was a brief moment where | t 
play her again, and that 
actually go there. It was totally unacceptable to 
me. So don't think Gwen will ever leave me 
Torchwood was a big turning point in my life, and 
Gwen is the most challenging character I've ever 
d to play. She keeps changing and evolving, and 
isagree with her abou 
| agree with her, too! | just 
character to play and very complex. | don’t 


о much — but the 
hink she’s а smashing 


understand her a lot of the time, and it's lovely to 
be able to play someone like that. 


mum change Gwen in the 


u discover 
You're more in tune 

with things emotionally, and things that you would 
never have thought about twice before really have 
an effect on you. You live for your.child, and so 

„ანს see everything in terms of what it means for 

them — and God forbid anything should ever 
happen to them. Words can't explain the strength 
of that protective urge. For Gwen, | think it’s 
a fantastic curveball they've thrown her. She's in 
this deadly organisation where she could walk out 
the door and never come back, but now she's 
а mum, life's not about her anymore, and it's not 
about Jack Harkness. It's about her being the 
best mum she can possibly be. Obviously, she’s 
not going to forget Torchwood. Whether she’s 
married, ога mum or whatever she’s doing, she'll 
never forget everything she’s seen. But there > 


EVE MYLES 


USA-LISTERS 


That's a really difficult question, because 
are so many, aren't there? Do they 
have to be American? If I can have some 


tish ones, РИ say 
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are so many compromises about being а mum. 
She can't risk finding herself in a trap any more; 
she can't risk taking a bullet for someone; but 
she's still got to do her job. | think that's a fantastic. 
image. She's a strong woman who juggles life, no 
matter what's thrown at her. And whether you're 
an action hero, or you work in the shop down 

the road, it's the same for every mother. You know 
it's difficult, but you do it." 


; forward to working along 


John again? 
"| can't wait. The thing with John is that | won't see 
him for months on end, then we come together 
and it's like best buddies should be. Nothing 
changes. We always say how much fun we have 
on this programme, but 99 per cent of the time 
we are completely flat-out working, so it's мегу 
important we love playing these characters, and 
very important we get on so well 


What would you say if 1 


006 


ok a Vortex Manipulator 
back tc nd told you what you'd be doing 
in 2011? 
^| would probably have told you to keep taking your 
Valium, cover your bottle up with a brown paper 
bag and not botherme again. If you were lucky, ld 
have got you а pint and told you to keep warm. You 
definitely wouldn't have been well in the head!” 
So you never saw yourself in Hollywood? 
Үт not ashamed to say Hollywood was never on 
my to-do list. Not because I've got no ambition, 
just that I'm very realistic about things, and I know 


I'm not the type of person to go out there and 
spend three months networking or whatever. It's 
just not my style. | would rather до a season at 
the National or the Donmar or go back to the 
RSC. | was asked if I would be prepared to come 
over for the right project, and I said yes, if it was 


the right project and I really wanted to do it. Well, 


you couldn't ask for a better project than this, 
could you? It's a new chapter in my life, it's a new 
chapter in my family, and it's a new chapter for 
Torchwood. But that's what it's about. It's not about 
going to Hollywood." 

How will 


you and the family spenc 


Christmas in America? 
'Our first Christmas in the Hollywood Hills? Just 


like any other Christmas really: homemade mince 


“HOLLYWOOD 
WAS NEVER 
ON MY TO- 

DO LIST." 


pies, opening presents, staying in my pyjamas, and 
maybe a lovely big dog walk. I've already arranged 

Í getting a turkey and a ham, so we'll just be trying 
to have a bit of normality before it all goes crazy! 

j But you know me: one step at a time, day by day. 

{ κεἰ be great. | think it'll Бе smashing for Matilda to 
look back and go, ‘My mum took me to Hollywood! 
That's something | never thought I'd be able fo 

+ say as a parent, and that fills me with so much pride 
I can't tell you.” 


You're also filming in the UK, aren't you? 
į "We've got two weeks in the UK in the middle of 
Í the schedule. It’s crazily busy and we'll be flat-out 
Í every day. Brad and Matilda will stay in LA, because 
they wouldn't get to see me, anyway. But | love it. 
Why would | not love doing thi 
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‚ MOMENTS! 


LAST ISSUE WE ASKED YOU ТО NOMINATE YOUR FAVOURITE MOMENTS FROM АЦ 31 
TELEVISON EPISODES AND FOUR RADIO EPISODES OF TORCHWOOD. YOU RESPONDED 
IN DROVES, INUNDATING US WITH SUGGESTIONS THAT WERE BY TURNS SAD, FUNNY, 
EXCITING, SCARY, AND GENERALLY DOWNRIGHT BRILLIANT. NOW WE'VE TOTTED UP 
YOUR ENTRIES, AND ARE PROUD TO PRESENT THE TOP 25, STARTING WITH... 


TAKE ` COULD'VE BLOODY 

ΛΙΠΗ 2 BEANS... TORCHWOOD! 
JACK REVEALS HE CANT DIE: ALICE AND EMILY GETTO GWEN AND RHYS SAY “I DO": RHYS COOKS UP: CHILDREN THE VOICE ΠΕ EXPERIENCE: 
EVERYTHING CHANGES WORK ON JACK: FRAGMENTS 


SOMETHING BORROWED OF EARTH DAY THREE KISS KISS, BANG BANG 


TORCHWOOD ΕΒ 


BOY IN THE BUBBLE 
THE SICK CHILD IN THE 456 TANK IS 
REVEALED: CHILDREN OF EARTH DAY FOUR 


IANTO'S BUTT! 
IANTO TAKES ON EWAN: 
COUNTRYCIDE 


KISS OF LIFE IN THE BEGINNING... * 
JACK AND IANTO ARE 4 MYSTERY INVESTIGATOR 
REUNITED: END OF DAYS THE RAIN: EVERYTHING СИ 


ANDY GETS HANDY SHOOT ΤΠ THRILL 


PE ANDY JOINS THE FIGHT: JACK TRAINS GWEN TO USE 
CHILDREN OF EARTH DAY FIVE FIREARMS: GHOST MACHINE 


Lots of you still remember this symbolically 


E [ 
> sexy moment from early in series one! Just Jack 
b and Gwen, deep in the Hub, as the boss shows 
+ S< the new girl how to handle his impressive array 
Тай " 


of weaponry... What could possibly be so 
memorable about that? Though the chemsitry 
= between the two was rarely во blatant, it 
remains the cornerstone of the show, four 
years on. 
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YOUR ТОР 25 MOMENTS 


THE GOOD DIE voun 
THE DEATH ΠΕ ІАМТО: 
CHILDREN OF EARTH DAY FOUR 


HARD ΤΠ SWALLOW 
GWEN ADMITS HER LOVE FOR 
JACK, THEN FORGETS: ADAM 


d 
г | 


ғ жш? 


"BEHIND CLOSED DOORS А SAW POINT ` 
FROBISHER ENDS IT ALL: RHYS TO THE RESCUE: 
CHILDREN ΠΕ EARTH DAY FIVE SOMETHING BORROWED 


NEVER TOGETHER CHASE ME! 


TOSHIKO АКО ОМЕМ FINAL JACK AND IANTO > 
MOMENTS: EXIT WOUNDS CATCH A PET: FRAGMENTS 4 


There's nothing like the thrill of the chase 
to quicken the pulse, and there were | 
: 


ж, 


two distinct pursuits underway 
in this memorable зевтеп Нот | , та 
series two's flashback episode. D ү 
е) lanto Jones, intoxicated by Captain 
ç Jack's pheremones, costs his own 
А spell over his future boss and lover 
M τος as he dons a suit for the first 
`, time, and proves what a valuable чи 
\ addition he would be to any team 
í 1 likely to encounter prehistoric 
| monsters on a regular basis. 
Jack himself is literally swept off 
\ his feet as the pterodactyl 
` {or rather pteranodon, as lanto 
helpfully points out) takes 
him for a ride, and the whole 
5.4. thing becomes a perfect 
1> blend of the sublime and the 
ridiculous that is so typically, 
totally Torchwood, Where else 
could you find such а mix of N 
action, romance, comedy \ 
and dinosaurs? Possibly Тһе πα с 
Flintstones, but that's it. გ 


u 
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| TANTO CONFIDES IN 
JACK: THE DEAD LINE 


Despite lacking the spectacular visuals and 

high profile publicity of the TV series, the 

four Torchwood radio adventures made an 

impressive showing among the nominations 

for your all-time favourite Torchwood 

moment. Only this scene from The Dead 

Line was able to crack the Top 25, however. 

It's 3 simple idea, well suited to radio: as 

Jack lies in a coma, lanto stays with him, 

and talks. He finds himself confessing m 
things he would not say if Jack could hear, ES а GARETH МЮ oy 
but we can, and we love him all the more for it, 


ს и ЗИ б „Шш - 


A similar moment то the опе above, albeit told mostly without words, the 
end of series one showed us how Jack's supposed immortality took away 
none of the jeopardy of the show, His lifeforce drained, his colourless body 


lay in the morgue, while the rest of the team prepared to go on without 


I 
EWEN STAYS WITH ЛАСК or ο νο ბ. 


дау, refusing to believe that Jack was really dead. Whether һе just needed 


BODY: END OF DAYS time, or her touch, or her faith, Gwen's vigil was not in vain, and Jack 
“ eventually revived - heading promptly for top moment number 20! 


—— 


5 MY HEART GOES BOOM 


>” ი SAVES IANTO FROM THE BOMB: 
CHILDREN OF EARTH DAY ONE 


Realising there's а bomb in his stomach, Jack sends Gwen and lanto out of 
the Hub before they are all killed, lanto rages, but deep down he trusts his 
leader and lover to make the right choice for them both. A passionate kiss 
on the lift platform precedes an agonisingly slow separation - then BOOM, 


YOUR TOP 25 MOMENTS 


KISS I BANG BANG ТИ 


As ме move into the Тор three, there's a huge leap in ძლია um 
clear win 


e 
iting for him — a 
as they trash the place in RAE г brawl... And then they 
P Nas dut Ed man-to-man! in! is another example 
of Torchwood at its genre-busting, expectation-defying best. 
~ Funny, sexy, thrilling, different, brilliant. 


Чет η 


B CAUGHT IN THE ΠΝ 
GWEN CATCHES JACK AND 
IANTO MAKING OUT: ADRIFT 


TORCHWOOD ÉD 


JACK ON JACK ACTION! 
CAPTAIN JACK KISSES HIS 
WARTIME NAMESAKE: 
CAPTAIN JACK HARKNESS 
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wake in the night. 

Sometimes the darkness felt like an old friend. It blanked 
everything out. А 

She could see the alarm clock, the red digits pulsing 4.06 ат. Closer, 
resting on the pillow next to his head, was Rhys's watch. The 
luminous dot on the end of the second hand crept around the дігі, 
slowly ticking its way towards their new life 

Gwen felt the baby stir inside her. Awake or dreaming? She stroked the 
warm bulge of her tummy. Soft, soft. Dream on, junior. 

Тһе darkness inside the bedroom was close and still. Outside, she could hear 
the dark wind battering the area, the tiny pinpricks of sound as leaves and twigs 
were lashed against the window. The curtains moved as the wind clawed its way 
in — the window was open, just a crack, as а long-time concession to the 
diametrically opposed needs of the two people in the bedroom: Rhys liked to 


sleep with lots of fresh air and the windows thrown open wide, even in the 
autumn. Gwen liked them shut, wary of intruders and the rain. 


Now that her eyes were getting used to the dark, she could see the shape of 
the window behind the curtains. The sky was grey and moonless. The curtains 
swayed and billowed like visiting ghosts. 

Gwen remembered the ghosts of Torchwood. She saw one once -- classic 
grey lady, beautiful, haunting, floating among the lower levels looking 
for... what? 

No one knew. 

There were theories – temporal echoes, teleport residue, spatial burns. 

But the theory Gwen had liked the most was Toshiko's — scientific, rational 
Tosh, who came up with the most romantic idea of all: that the ghost lady was 
waiting for her lost love, Captain Jack Harkness. 

This was instantly Jack's favourite theory too. 

He went looking for her, of course. Jack could never resist a challenge, and 
not many challenges could resist Jack. 


А NEW SHORT STORY 
BY TREVOR BAXENDALE 


The grey lady used to drift around the detention levels, and, although she 
was rarely seen, it was commonly known that she only ever appeared during 
October and November. 

Hallowe'en, as lanto pointed out. 

Jack waited. He had an idea that the grey lady was the time echo of a woman 
called Angela Croft, who had once been detained by Torchwood during its early 
years. Something to do with attempted communications with a UFO orbiting 
the moon. Jack recalled that Angela Croft had died during an interrogation 
session — though Emily had always insisted that the woman just disappeared. 
Literally, just disappeared in front of them during questioning. She was never 
seen again; at least, not in the normal sense. But every so often there were 
sightings — after-images, echoes, spectral visions. No one knew what had 
happened to her. 

Jack asked Toshiko for her theories. Tosh had researched the story in some 
detail and come up with an intriguing idea -- that somehow, during the 
questioning, Angela Croft's connection with normal time and space had been 
broken. Like a bursting bubble, she had simply disappeared in the blink of 
an eye. 

But something held her here, in the Torchwood detention area — a proper 
haunting, Jack liked to think. The others disagreed. They didn't believe in 
ghosts. The apparition must be the result of alien tech or some kind of teleport 
Projection. Tosh dug a little deeper — it had been a quiet week — but came 
up with nothing to support the notion that there were no such things 
as ghosts. 

Jack didn't much care. Ghost, ghoul, spook, teleport shadow or offline alien 
psychometric projection - he wanted that girl 

No one actually saw Jack with the grey lady. But he came back from the 
detention levels one November night looking very satisfied with himself. Feet 
up on his desk, hands behind his head, a familiar wolfish smile on his lips and 
a bigger twinkle than usual in his eye. 


ΝΟ one asked him about it -- sometimes it was better not to give him the 
satisfaction, but everyone guessed what had happened. And they never saw the 
grey lady again 

But there were other ghosts. 

Owen used to enjoy telling the story of John Whisker. Owen was not 
ordinarily given to flights of fancy, but he was always ready to tell a good ghost 
story if he'd had а skinful — and never missed a chance to wind up lanto. 

And the story of John Whisker really did wind up lanto Jones. 

In fact, he refused to hear anything about him. It. Whatever the thing was 
supposed to be. 

As Owen told the tale — passed on to him by Suzie Costello, and passed on 
before her by countless others — Whisker was a former priest turned Torchwood 
operative, a Scotch-soaked lunatic from the Glasgow office seconded to TW3 in 
1948. 
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ohn Whisker was a bit of a legend," Owen explained. They were sitting 
around the table, sharing a rare sit-down meal courtesy of lanto and 
Jack, Owen had dressed up for the occasion — or at least, he'd put on 
а new shirt. Toshiko was prim and proper as always, Gwen nice and 
relaxed (perhaps a bit too relaxed) after a couple of glasses of wine. 

Owen warmed to his story. "Of course, it was actually Captain John Whisker,” 
he elaborated, with a sly glance at Jack. Jack scowled. Owen grinned. "He was in 
the commandos during the war, y'know. Tough as boot leather and twice as ugly...” 

Jack rolled his shoulders slightly, ego intact. Gwen watched him dreamily, 
and settled back to listen to the story properly. 

“So - John Whisker. Ex-commando. Ex-priest. Ex«communicated. Extremely 
dangerous." 

"How could he be a priest and a commando?" inquired Gwen. 

“There was a war on,” replied Jack. “All kinds of people got mixed up in it.” 
He shrugged and winked at her; acknowledging the ironic self-reference. Jack 
"always enjoyed an ironic self-reference. Or any kind of self-reference for that 
‘matter. “1 don't think he ever took Holy Orders, though. He'd been a novice. 
Never made the grade -and if you'd met him, you'd know why.” 

“Not priestly material, then?” suggested Tosh 

"Let's just say he was a better commando than cleric.” 

Owen nodded. “Borderline insane, sometimes a genius, more often a reckless 
liability. Obsessed with demons, usually his own. He never liked Jack." 

Jack's eyebrows twitched. "Only borderline insane, you say?” 

"And Jack never liked him." ç 

“He was a tough guy to like." Jack's brows drew together, thoughtful. "And an 
easy guy to hate." 

“You say Whisker was obsessed with demons," Tosh prompted. 


и 


Jack shrugged. “| диппо. Мо опе does. Тһе Skyli have never been properly 
explained. No one really knows anything the hell about them.” 

There was silence fora minute, and then, abruptly, Jack stood. “I'm tired. I'm 
hitting the sack. See you guys tomorrow.” 

They watched him leave, dumbfounded by the sudden change of attitude. 

"He's never tired,” said Tosh. "What's up with him?" 

“What do you think?" asked lanto tersely. “All this talk about the Skyli and 
John Whisker. They weren't happy times for Jack — that must be obvious even to 
you, Owen." 

Owen looked wide-eyed. "What are you on about? Nothing to do with me, 
mate. Not my fault if Jack is touchy about one of his old muckers." 

^Maybe he 15. Maybe he isn't." lanto stood up. "But I can tell you this — there 
is no trace of any John Whisker on the list of Torchwood operatives. Ive 
checked. He's a myth. According to the records he never even existed." 

The others sat in awkward silence as lanto cleared away the plates. 

Gwen watched Owen carefully. His face was full of innocence. A not very 
convincing innocence. 

“Come on," she said. "What happened?" 

"It's just a story," Owen said defensively. “I dunno if it's true or not. But the 
way | heard it, there were a number of bad times for John Whisker. Or the man 
they knew as John Whisker, whoever he was. lanto says there's no record of him 
being on the Torchwood payroll" 

“We don't have a payroll," Tosh pointed out. “At least, nothing anyone in 
à normal job would call a payroll." i 

“Well there you are, then. That explains it. But there were lots of arguments, 
accusations, bad blood, fights... and the worst of them ended up in a scrap right 
here, in the lowest of the catacombs, between Whisker and Captain Jack." Owen 


GWEN SWALLOWED AND REACHED OUT ТО 


TOUCH THE WALL. THE BRICKS WERE ICY COLD, 
DAMP. A SHIVER PASSED THROUGH HER. 


“Absolutely,” Owen said. “Obsessed with them - or possessed by them...” 

Gwen snorted. “Oh come on, this isn’t some campfire kid's story, Owen 
What was the problem? Drink?” 

“Oh, he liked a Scotch ог three, did our John Whisker. He used to say it helped 
dull the memories of the war – captured behind enemy lines and tortured by the 
Nazis. That's never been corroborated, mind. But it's what he claimed." 

“The booze made him aggressive,” Jack said. “Almost psychotic.” 

“Maybe the drink was his demon,” suggested Tosh. 

^| always felt there was more to it than that — the demons | mean. He talked 
a lot about the Skyli.” 

Gwen shifted uncomfortably. She had read the files. The Skyli — strange, 
proto-dimension beings from who-the-hell-knew-where that had plopped out of 
the Rift decades ago and kept reoccurring like bad dreams. Exactly like bad 
dreams, in fact – the Skyli only had a presence in the subconscious, and raided 
human brains for food when they were dormant and defenceless. A normal, 
healthy person would go to bed -- and wake up the next day completely mindless. 

“Whisker claimed the Skyli tried to get him every night, when he was 
asleep,” jack explained. 

“That is their modus operandi,” Tosh confirmed. 

“And he thought the Scotch was his only defence. They wouldn't steal а mind 
that was completely зогиед. Or so he claimed." Jack sighed, uncomfortable 
with the memories now. “Fact is, Whisker was an arrogant, rude and aggressive 
drunk. And good with a knife. He'd had his fair share of fights in Glasgow.” 

"I still can't get the priest bit,” Gwen smiled. 

“Nor did he, to be honest. But what he did get was trouble - it followed him 
everywhere. | tried to have him thrown out of Torchwood because of it. He was 
a liability, a magnet for problems and fights and... weird stuff.” 

“The Skyli2” 


Ф токсниоор 


licked his lips, enjoying the tale again. He leaned forward, eyes glimmering in the 
low light. He lowered his voice, so that lanto, in the kitchen, couldn't hear. 

“They knocked seven kinds of shit out of each other. Real, hard, hand-to- 
hand stuff. And the fight ended when Jack bludgeoned Whisker to death - no 
doubt after Whisker had bludgeoned Jack to death first, | expect — and that was 
the end of John Whisker.” 

Owen paused for a second, 

“Or was it?” 

Tosh and Gwen leaned forward. Owen's voice was barely a whisper now. 

“Jack, horrified at what he'd done, decided to hide the body. That part of the 
base was undergoing a lot of rebuilding work at the time to make way for the 
new detention areas, and so he bricked up the body behind a false wall.” 

“1 don't believe you,” declared Tosh quietly. 

“Me neither,” added Gwen. 

“All right,” Owen said. “So how do you explain this: on the anniversary of 
that terrible night, every year, a distant banging can be heard in the lower cells 
— the sound of John Whisker's dead body hammering on the wall to get out.” 

There was a moment's silence. 

"Still don't believe it,” said Gwen. 

"None of it's true, anyway,” said Jack from behind them. He had come down 
silently from his office. His face looked uncharacteristically sad. Almost stern. 
“So, you're right not to believe it.” 

‘Owen just stared at him. 

“Right,” said Gwen. 

Toshiko coughed politely and stood up, saying that she had some proto- 
static equations to work оп. 

Jack stood with his hands in his pockets, his blue eyes unreadable as he 
stared at Gwen.» 
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She went over to him, rested а hand оп his arm. "It's all right,” she said. 
“1 don't believe IL” 

He поддед, satisfied, and returned to his office. When Gwen looked around, 
Owen had gone too. 


t was only later — much later, a while after Owen and Tosh had died — that 

Gwen had found herself down in the lower levels, lugging cases of Rift- 

lost Kokroi wine down into the Torchwood cellar, that she actually recalled 

the story. 

And there was a good reason for that. 

She'd leant against one of the curved brick walls for a breather. She was 
puffing. Not fit enough. Jack was always complaining that they needed to be 
fitter, better, stronger, faster. Gwen smiled, remembering Owen's caustic 
response — that Jack should have recruited The Six Million Dollar Man. 

But then the smile died on her lips. 

She could hear it quite easily: the banging on the wall behind her. She felt 
a coldness run through her veins as she jerked away from the wall. Suddenly the 
air all around her seemed to congeal. 

Thud. 

Thud. Thud. 

She swallowed. Reached out to touch the wall. The bricks were icy cold, 
damp. A shiver passed through her. 

Thud thud thud! 

She backed away, sick to the stomach. She knew exactly what it was. Who it 
was. She turned and ran, tripping over the wine crates, not caring about barking 
her shins. She raced back down the passageway, back through the door, the 
thick chill air heavy in her lungs. She didn't want to look back. She knew what 
was there; she could imagine the bricks crumbling away beneath the onslaught, 
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breeze coming through the window and Gwen shivered, She checked her phone, 
but she had already guessed the date. 

Today was the anniversary of John Whisker's death. 

Now why did she wake up thinking of him tonight of all nights? 

Automatically she thought back to the last time she had been beneath the 
base. Before the 456. Before the children 


ack had been sitting alone in his office, the lights low, his old Webley 
revolver on the desk jotter in front of him. God only knew what was going 
through his mind — it certainly couldn't have been suicide — but he was 
brooding. It was something Jack didn't do well, on the whole. But you 
didn't have to be an ace detective to tell there was something on his mind. 

He looked up when she came in, and said, "Come with me." 

She hadn't realised at first, but when he had led her by the hand down past 
the interrogation rooms and detention cells, down two or three more levels into 
the cold atmosphere of the deep cellars, she knew. 

He sensed her reluctance to follow him any further. 

"Ill be all right,” he said. "It's time to put an end to it.” 

Mutely, reassured by the strong warmth of his hand around hers, Gwen 
followed him down the dank passage. He had a torch, fished from the pocket 
of his greatcoat. The beam flashed along the decaying brickwork. 

Propped against the curve of the cellar wall was a sledgehammer. He had 
already been down here, she realised, to prepare the way. 

Her mouth went dry as he handed her the torch and picked up the hammer. 

He swung it against the wall, connecting with a heavy, hard crunch. Then he 
hit it again, and again. 

Gwen watched, appalled, as the old bricks crumbled and moved. When he 
had dislodged enough of them, he put the sledgehammer down and started 


GWEN FELT IT IN THE WAY THE COLDNESS HAD 
GATHERED ROUND THEM LIKE A CLOAK. SHE HAD 
SEEN IT IN THE SWEAT ΠΝ ЧАСКъ FACE 


the mouldering, bony fists punching through the mortar, dragging the putrefied 
remains behind them. 

She ran straight into Jack and yelped. “It's him, Jack! It’s him! John Whisker! 
He's still there!” 

He picked her up, swung her around and placed a finger on his lips. “Shh.” 

Then, with cold deliberation, he turned and closed the door to the 
passageway. It was a steel door, studded with rivets and rough with rust. It 
clanged into position and he turned the key in the lock. 
^No such person," he said. 


nd yet... and yet Gwen never forgot that sound: the desperate thump of 
fist on brick, coming from deep within Torchwood one dark and stormy 
night. The memory of it still sent shivers through her, right down to her 
gut. She'd never gone back to check, never asked Jack about it. 
Sometimes those blue eyes of his could be as cold and hard as diamond. And 
she had recognised the look in them that night as he had carefully and 
purposefully locked the door: don’t ask, they said. Do. Not. Ask 


ut unanswered questions, like memories, live on. We try to forget the 
awkward questions, the bad memories, but they are always the most 
persistent. And Gwen always remembered what had happened after that: 
even now, waking up in the middle of the night, heavily pregnant, her 
days with Torchwood now behind her. 
She got up, stretched, went to the loo. When she came back into the bedroom 
Rhys was snoring. Get it while you can, kiddo. Baby on the way. No more sleep. 
It was coming up for dawn outside. The window had taken on a pearlescent 
grey glow, the first sign of the new day approaching. The curtains swirled in the 


pulling at the bricks with his strong fingers. The bricks fell away like lumps of 
earth, smashing on the floor, revealing a dusty blackness beyond. 

“There’s nothing there,” he told Gwen, breathing hard. “I wanted you to 
know that.” 

But there had been something there. 

Gwen had felt it. She had felt it in the way the coldness had suddenly gathered 
around the pair like a heavy cloak. She had seen it in the way the sweat on Jack's 
face had turned to a film of (се, glittering in the light of the torch. 

And as Jack turned and walked away, the ghost of John Whisker had risen 
from the rubble, pale and smoky blue. A wisp of a demon, deranged and bitter — 
but somehow а little bit pathetic. A Torchwood leftover, like Gwen herself now; 
clinging on to the past but needing to let go. The thing -- the spirit of a lost and 
damaged man, or the visible manifestation of the forgotten Skyli — drifted up on 
the freezing air currents, fading, fading. And as Jack turned back to see what Gwen 
was staring at so wide-eyed, it faded altogether. Gone. Over. Done with. 

And now Torchwood is gone, over, done with. The Hub was destroyed. Jack 
was God-knows-where. For Gwen the future lay with her husband and soon-to-be 
family. For Whisker, there was nothing. If he had ever really existed at all. 

She hadn't realised it at the time, but she had helped Jack Harkness lay a ghost 
to rest that night — properly. Now she, too, could face the new day, a new life, 
а new world, even. 

Rhys had woken up. Blearily he climbed out of bed and put his arms around 
her. His warm hands rested on her bump. Their bump. 

“What's up, love?” 

“Nothing,” she said. “Nothing at all.” 

And together they stood and looked out of the window, watching the dawn, 
waiting for the new world to arrive. 7 
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“ΜΥ ABENT CALLED МЕ “| WOULD LOVE ТО DO 
AND SAID, YOULL BE ΕΙ MORE TORCHWOOD. LET'S 
NEEDED FOR FOUR OUT OF DO A STORY THAT GOES 
FIVE EPISODES!” — FOR 10 EPISODES!" 


GARETH DAVID-LLOVD, ISSUE #17 SEPT/OCT 2009 JOHN BARROWMAN, ISSUE #15 MAY/JUNE 2009 


κος μι, 


“| ENJOY BEING 
А BIT ADVENTUROUS, 
AND TORCHWOOD 
IS AS ADVENTUROUS 
AS IT GETS! YOU 
‘DO THINGS A NORMAL 
- PERSON WOULDN'T 
~~ DREAM OF!” 
PAUL COPLEY, ISSUE #17 SEPT/OCT 2009 
© "| FORGOT WE WERE FILMING, 50 
` 1 TAPPED KAI OWEN ΠΝ THE ARSE. НІМ 
AND EVE REALLY WOUND ME LIP 
ABOUT IT AFTERWARDS. HONESTLY, 
YOU TOUCH ONE GUY'S BOTTOM...” 


са ТОМ PRICE, ISSUE. ας 200 


@ токсниоор 


$АУ МНАТ? 


“| HAD THREE 
WEEKS СОММАМОС 


TRAINING WITH A 
NAVY SEAL, RUNNI 
AROUND AND 001 

LITTLE MISSIONS. 
| THOUGHT | COUL 
TAKE ANYONE ON! 


LIZ MAY BRICE, ISSUE #20 MAR/APR 20 
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“| REMEMBER 
READING ‘HAVE YOU 


GONE BENDER’ AND 
THINKING HOW FUNNY 
THE SCRIPT WAS.” 


KATY WIX, ISSUE #19 JAN/FEB 2010 


"| HAD A VERY 
INTERESTING CHAT 
WITH MY GRAN THE ` 
DAY AFTER SHE SAW 
MY NUDE SCENE!" 


RHODRI LEWIS, ISSUE #19 JAN/FEB 2010 


+ AND AN 
| " E ca YaN D GO n 


ба токсниоод 


“IT'S AUGUST, SWELL, I SAY 'GOVERNMENT'-- 
D TM MORE SPECIFICALLY, ONCE SORROW 
TOBEA OF MONDAY, 
R IN DARKNESS 
I THOUGHT 
OF YOU... 


*WELL, I SAY 'FREELANCE'-- 
THAT IMPLIES THEY PAY ME. 
THEY DON'T. THEY JUST 
CHOOSE NOT TO DISSECT 
ME OR INVESTIGATE ME 
ТОО CLOSELY IF I SAY YES” 


МЕ 
COME THROUGH THE RIF T AREN'T 
DIGGING FOR COAL. 


“INSTEAD, TONIGHT I'VE BEEN 
TOLD THEY'RE SOMEWHERE IN 
TIGER LILLIES, DOWN BY THE 

DOCKS. SO HERE I AM... WONDER- 


SAND NOW SHE'S BELTING 
OUT TROUBLE--THE SONG 
THEY TOLD HER NOT TO 
SING? 


“YOU CAN SEE THE 
„МУ SOUL. AUDIENCE GETTING 
ALONE DECIDES RESTLESS. ITIS A 
TO TAKE THE SORG MTH A BAD 
JOURNEY, AND REPUTATION-- 


SOON THERE'LL 
SOME OLD 
ВЕ TEARS... ROMANIAN GYPSY 
SONG,TRANS- 
LATED INTO ENGLISH 
AND, ACCORDING ТО 


“NOT MANY SINGERS WOULD DARE 
GO FOR IT LIKE SHE 15, AND THE 
CROWD ARE GETTING UGLY. 


ERTUR 
AENETANSIACK ADVENTURE V 


“ 
М}, о - GARY RUSSELL ο ARTISTE URN RIDBWAY 
= 3 ΠΝ ‘PHIL ELLIOTT Ө LETTERER - [Жж 
| ў რავ 
и a 


W 
I. aN 


м - VAND MINERS TENDO NOT “ВЕ NICE IF TORCHWOOD "ALL OF WHICH 
Hor νι 3 ТО BE ABLE TO CARRY LC HAVE FOUND A SEEM TO BE 
PISTOLS. "ROU LACKING IN 
ми 


D WORLD THOSE GUYS.’ 
WAR AGAIN IS THAT 
‘COS ГМ OUT 


— AV 
ს “Ж h 


NNNOO C00000000000000 


PLEASE 
НЕР 


AT LEAST 
WE KNOW 


DEFINITELY 

NOT ON THE 

SIDE OF THE 
ANGELS. 


"I REALISED THEY MUST "ALL PART 
HAVE REPLACED THOSE 

MUSICIANS EARLIER 

TONIGHT. 


ШИ “THEY WERE 
8 MERCILESS. NO 
ONE WAS SAFE. 


"BUT WHY WERE THEY HERES 

JUST RANDOM SLAUGHTER OR AND THEN I 

SOMETHING MORE... КОМА 
ΤΗΙΝΚ. 


“ТНЕУ SEEMED 
TO BE LOOKING. 
FOR ME...BUT 
WHY? 


“THE COMMODORE'S 
| НОТ GOING TO LIKE 
THIS...” 
Пай. სდ | ES 


“THEN AGAIN, THE СОМ- 
MODORE NEVER LIKES 
ANYTHING I DO... 


GREAT 
TORCHWOOD 
CARDIFF СОНЕ 

HOME FOR 
THE NIGHT. 


AREINFORCED 
STEEL AND CONCRETE 


P 
TELLING THEM, BUT Д 
NO ONE LISTENS, 


BUTI 
WANTED THEM 
TO GET IN; 
HARKNESS. 


COMMODORE; BLAMED ОМ THE 
THEY'VE BEEN BLITZ AGAIN, WE'LL МАКЕ 
KILLING THE SURE OF THAT, JACK. YOU 
PEOPLE uP KNOW HOW IT WORKS. 


THE" 
WHAT'S AE Ec 


OF THEIRS. THIS BASE... 


LIKE YOU, 


ы BEEN - 
ბოგა” RUDDYEASY ος 


ს GIVES МЕ 
TO LET THESE „ЈАКО LHAVE 
EAD. To OBEY THEM, REGARD- 
LESS OF MY PERSONAL 
^. FEELINGS... 


K 
HARKNESS, 


YOU HAVE 8 
“FEELINGS?” PACKAGE 
ILEARN \ ON THE BENCH, 
SOMETHING CAPTAIN.” 
NEW EVERY 
DAY. 


^ 


*DEAR COMMODORE, GIVE THIS TO 
JACK TONIGHT (HE'LL BE BRINGING 
ΙΟΤ TO SHOOT THEM). 
IT'LL SOLVE YOUR IMMEDIATE PROB- 
LEMS. OH, AND BY THE WAY, BENJAMIN 
ΤΗΕ BAKER? BENT AS A 60 BOB NOTE. НЕ Οἱ 
BUT I THINK YOU ALREADY KNEW THAT. ACTUALLY SHOOT 
LOTS OF LOVE, JACI CALIFORNIA. THEM ALL, BECAUSE 
KISS. KISS. KISS.” THIS GUN ONLY HAS SIX 
BULLETS, AND THERE'S. 
EIGHT OF THEM. 


"'COURSE,THE BANNER 
OVER THE BAR GIVES IT 
AWAY. 15 THIS MY PAST OR 

“NOT SURE HOW I KNOW FUTURE? THE AGENCY 

THIS, BUT SOMETHING IN- NICKED А LOAD OF МУ 
MEMORIES, 50 ΤΝΕΝΟ 
WAY OF KNOWING. ВОТ. 
IT'S KIND OF COOL, ANY- 

WAY.” 


AQ 
да 


У 
(ACCIDENTALLY LET 
FALL THROUGH THE 
RIFT YEARS AGO. IT'S 
BECOME FAMOUS ON 

EARTH ~ PEOPLE 
BELIEVE IT CAUSES 
ACCIDENTS, SUICIDES, 
THAT KIND OF THING. 
BUT IT DOESN'T = IT 
JUST ACTIVATES OUR 
SLEEPER AGENTS. 


I CAN'T GO. 
АСК, ΤΟ ЕАКТН 


"RIFT-SAFE 
THOUGHT ФАРЕ“-- 
YOU GUYS SURE 
HAVE A WAY 
WITH WORDS, 


ALL YOU NEED. 

DO IS TELL YOUR 

LOCAL TIME SELF THEY DO THIS, 
TO SING THE SONG BECAUSE THAT"! 
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ТО ТНЕМ А SECOND WHEN THE TIME 


TIME WHEN THEY FLUX BEGINS. 
SHOW THEMSELVES. THAT WILL. 
ON AUGUST TTH, SWITCH THEM 
1941, Ξ 


LL 

NON IW 

AK М ს. 
ον 


WHEN 
YOU SAY, 
SWITCH 


THEM, 
ΟΕΕ... 


“ s 
KEEPING AN 
EYE OUT- IT'S WELL 


KNOWN THAT ONE DAY 
EARTH WILL HAVE A 
GREAT AND BOUNTIFUL 
EMPIRE THAT WILL 
CRUSH MANY OTHER. 
RACES AS EASILY AS МЕ 
CRUSH А BUG. WE SAW 
IT AS ... INSURANCE, 


IT WILL MAKE 
ТНЕМ 5АҒЕ, КЕЕР Ñ ONE DAY WHEN 


EARTH 15 READY, MORE 

РАВ PEACEFUL AND MORE 
FAILSAFE THAT PREPARED TO ACCEPT 
IS ALL. THAT THERE IS MORE 

LIFE OUT HERE, THEN 

WELL GO BACK. I 

LOOK FORWARD TO 

THAT DAY. UNTIL 


Я SORROW ОР MONDAY, IN 
THOUGHT OF YOU, 


IHATE DARKNESS I J 
SINGING IN МУ SOUL ALONE DECIDES TO 
PUBLIC. 


TAKE THE JOURNEY, AND SOON 
THERE'LL ВЕ TEARS... — 


‘SOMEONE 


WHATEVER 
A DION'T WANT 
US TO DISI 


WELL DONE, A uis 


NOT KILL THEM 


+ BECAUSE I 

DON'T THINK. 
ARE VERY 

FRIENDLY...” 
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MARK HAMILL TALKS ABOUT HIS TIME 
AS LUKE SKYWALKER 


JON STEWART ON THE STAR WARS SAGA 
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ЗІКІР 


FOR THREE YEARS, ΤΗΕ TORCHWOOD МАСА?ІМЕ COMIC STRIP HAS ВЕЕМ ΤΗΕ ΟΝΕ 
PLACE WHERE YOU WERE GUARANTEED А REGULAR DOSE OF TORCHWOOD ACTION. 
DAVID G PARKER TAKES A LOOK BACK AT THE TEAM'S 24 ADVENTURES IN ARTWORK... 


Script Simon Furman ArtSlGallant Published in Issue #1 
The first ever Torchwood comic strip was a bit of a false 
confusing tale of a scientist on the trail of his escaped ст 
Torchwood's fallen London HQ fleshed out a little of lanto’s back 
story, but is most notable for the fact that the likeness of scientist 
Rupert Howarth, is clearly based on comedian Bill Bailey 


Published in Issue #3 

the only time this happened in the magazine's 25 issue 
и ures resumed in issue three, with a tale much more 

n keeping е TV show, but also far too expansive for the small screen. Тһе story sees 
en war machines on an unstoppable rampage across Cardiff, each controlled 
trolling a human occupant. One is criminal Drew Blayney, the other is Toshiko Sato! 
JB THUB' of the Klydian pulse gun is a homage to sound of Shayde's weapon 

с strips of Doctor Who Magazine. 
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RIFT WAR! PARTI 


Script Simon Furman 

Art Paul Grist 

Published in Issue #4 

This 10-part epic kicked off in 
style – with the first glimpse of 
Paul Grist's distinctive take on 
the Torchwood world. Toshiko's 
experience in Jetsam has not 
been forgotten, as she rides 

a Jubilee Pizza scooter with ease, 
before deliberately killing Jack 


RIFT WAR! PART 2 


Script Simon Furman 

Art Paul Grist 

Published in Issue #5 

This visually inventive instalment 
uses the Hub and the Torchwood 
pterodactyl in new and exciting 
ways, and introduces us to the 
Harrowkind, the Sanctified and 
Vox. The strip also indulges in 
another filched sound effect, with 
the "KKLAK" on the penultimate 


RIFT WAR! PART Б: 
CIRCLES 


Script and art 

Paul Grist 
Published in 

Issue #9 

Another 

intricate tale 

from Paul Grist 
takes place in 

two time zones: 
1918 in one half 

of each page, the 
present day in the 
other. Gerald and 
Harriet from To The 
Last Man also put 
in an appearance! 
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— in order to save him! Тһе 
subsequent cliffhanger is a true 
stroke of genius. 


page coming straight from the 


The Dinosaur Invasion! 


RIFT WAR! PART 7: 
THE MAN МНО 
FELL ΤΠ EARTH 


Script lan Edginton Art D'israeli 
Published in Issue #10 

The first instalment of another two- 
part adventure united the writer 
and artist behind the popular 
steampunk comic, Scarlet Traces 
Featuring a shapeshifter at large in 
Cardiff, the art was something 

of a departure for the magazine. 


RIFT WARI PART 8: 
ΤΗΕ ENEMY ПЕ MY ENEMY... 


Script lan Edginton Art D'Israeli 
Published in Issue #11 

The second part of this two-part adventure within 
a10-part epic (1) saw fearsome alien Harrowkind 
descending on Cardiff's Queen's Arcade, and 
reintroduced lanto's battered Mini, first seen in 
Dino Crisis. Meanwhile, Jack and Gwen had a truly 
hallucinogenic experience inside an alien robot! 


cover of Target's Doctor Who And 


RIFT WAR! PART 3: 
FUNHOUSE! 


Script Simon Furman 

Art SL Gallant 

Published in Issue #6 

After the opening ‘two-parter, Rift 
War! settled into a pattern of subtly 
inked standalone stories from Part 3 
onwards. Funhouse saw the first 
appearance of Rhys in the comic strip, 
as he and Gwen played parents to 

a giant alien baby! 


ORCHWOOD COMICS GUIDE 


RIFT WAR! PART 4: ОКО CRISIS 


Script lan Edginton Art SL Gallant Published in Issue #7 
Dinosaurs invade Cardiff in another story that could only be told in a comic strip format. Rechristening 
the recognisable Howell's department store as Winston's (after the then recently deceased special 

effects supremo of Jurassic Park), the strip also makes ingenious use of the city’s Millennium Stadium. RIFT WAR 


RIFT WAR! PART 5: DARK TIMES >> BOOK OF WAR 


Script and art Paul Grist Published in Issue #8 
Paul Grist took on Torchwood writing duties Іп April 2009, Titan Books collected the entirety 
for the first time as Rift War! reached the of Rift War! along with Jetsam іп a 128-page 
halfway point. A time travel tale that paperback, The collection, entitled Rift War 
sent Jack and Gwen back to (with no exclamation mark), excluded the 
the Dark Ages, it also gave us individual episode titles in favour of uniform. 
our first glimpse of a less ‘chapter’ headings, and repositioned the 
trustworthy side to Vox, the art so that the effect of some of the spreads 
team’s new ally in the battle was lost. The book Най a photographic cover 
Sanctified (above), and a batch of early copies had 
some pages bound upside down. 


THOUGHT 
I MIGHT FIND 
YOU HERE. 


RIFT WAR! PART 3: THE CALM BEFÜRE 


Script and art Paul Grist Published in Issue #9 

Everything comes together in The Calm Before, as seemingly disparate 
elements from Rift War! come into play for the final act. As well as 
Harrowkind recall units and an alien globe from Dark Times, lanto gets to 
wield his hockey stick from Dead Man Walking once more, and Tosh 
records a message, late one night in the Hub... 


RIFT WAR! PART 10: THE STORM 


Script and art Paul Grist Published in Issue #9 

More loose ends are tied up, as dinosaurs from Dino Crisis appear at the 
stone circle from Circles (trust us, it all makes sense if you read it), and 
the truth about Vox and the Sanctified is revealed! To mark the end of Rift 
Warl, the issue also included a pull-out poster of Paul Grist artwork. 


))))))))))))))) 
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УУ WATCH AND READ 


THE RETURN OF THE УО5ТОК 

Script Brian Minchin Art Adrian Salmon 

In February 2009, Torchwood magazine 
produced an online comic strip for the website 
‘of TV channel Watch, to promote the launch 
of Torchwood series two on the channel. 
Written by Torchwood script editor Brian. 
Minchin, the 40-panel strip featured aliens 
called the Vostok, who can suck the warmth 
out of an environment, drawing it into a new 
Ice Age. The strip is of special note to 

lanto fans because he gets his shirt off at 
the end. 


ith Art Brian Williamson 
A year later, in February 2010, Watch 
commissioned another strip from Torchwood 
magazine to tie in with Alien Invasion Week 
оп the channel. This second strip was 
shorter, at four 
pages (22 panels), 
and detailed the 
simple story of 
Jack, Gwen 
and lanto having 
a quiet round 
of golf = disturbed 
only by ἃ giant 
alien Bull-Craktor, 
guarding its golf 
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CAPTAIN JACK AND THE SELKIE 


Script John Barrowman and Carole E Barrowman Art Tommy Lee Edwards 

Published in Issue #14 

Torchwood magazine marked its transformation to a 100-раве bimonthly title with this bumper strip by 
John Barrowman and his sister Carloe Е Barrowman. Coming in at 15 pages (rather than the usual 11), this 
solo story for Torchwood’s leading man was subtitled “A Captain Jack Tale" and saw the good Captain 
fiying to Scotland, where an act of kindness on his part long ago has brought death to the remote Seal 
Island. The strip was accompanied in the magazine by a short interview and some preliminary atwork. 


BROKEN PARTI 


Script Gary Russell Art Adrian Salmon 
Published in Issue #15 

Hot on the heels of Rift War! began another 
multi-part story, this time featuring the return of 
Bilis Manger from series one's Captain Jack 
Harkness/End Of Days. Written and drawn by two 
stalwarts of the Doctor Who Magazine comic 
strip, it was the first strip to feature the post Exit 
Wounds team of just Jack, Gwen and lanto. 


BY THE WAY, WEL- 
СОМЕ TO THE TRAP. 
BEAUTIFULLY SET IN 


BROKEN PART 4 


Script Nick Abadzis Art Paul Grist 

Published in Issue #18 ү 

Multiple Mangers menace the team in the 
penultimate part of Broken, as Gwen is finally 
reunited with Jack and lanto. But a glimpse 

of a devastated future Cardiff doesn’t bode well 
for their chances. 


BROKEN PART 3 


Script Nick Abadzis Art Paul Grist 

Published in Issue #17 

Ghostly apparitions of Rhys, PC Andy, Suzie 
Costello, Tosh and Owen plague Gwen at the 
midway point of this atmospheric adventure, 
while Jack and lanto are plagued by a phantom 
Bilis! This spectacle of spectres marks Suzie's 
only appearance in Torchwood comics. 


BROKEN PART 2 


Script and art Paul Grist 

Published in Issue #16 

Continuing a storyline devised by Gary 
Russell, Paul Grist returned for writing 
duties for the following three instalments 
of Broken. Set entirely in and around 
the reality-defying Clockhouse Hotel, it 
saw the team separated and Captain 
Jack forced to team up with a typically 
evasive Bilis Manger... This issue also 
included a detailed ‘making-of guide to 
the Rift War! strips. 


NOT THIS. 


BROKEN PART 5. 


Script Gary Russell Art Adrian Salmon 
Published in Issue #19 

The concluding part of Broken was accompanied 
by an interview with Bilis Manger's on-screen 
counterpart, Murray Melvin, who expressed 
delight at the character's continued life in books 
and comic strips 
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TORCHWOOD Ф 


ULL 
REPORT. 


Py TLL SEE you 
ON WEDNESDAY, 
m II IV таа 
AND 1 EXPECT 
IN 


Script Brian Minchin Art Steve Yeowell 
Published in Issue #20 

Following on from his fellow Torchwood script 
editor Gary Russell, Brian Minch trib 
first printed comic strip to Torchwood m : SHROUDE T 2 
Return Of The Vostok (see panel οἱ 68) Seri yd Art 

Also making his Torchwood debi 
artist Steve Yeowell, originally named 
upcoming artist for the strip way back in 
The black-and-white flashback sequences are 
by noted comics letterer John Workman. 
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SOMEBODY 
ELSE'S PROBLEM 


Script Christopher Cooper 

Art Stephen Downey 

Published in Issue #23 

Despite its subtitle as “A Gwen 
Cooper Story”, this strip features 
both lanto and Jack, as the 

team tackle an alien drugs ring 
operating right under Torchwood’s 
noses, The heavily pencilled 
(rather than inked) art harked 
back to the earliest days of the 
Torchwood strip, as did the 
straightforward yet intriguing story 
with its moral grey areas. 


HELL HOUSE 


Script Roger Gibson Art Vince Danks 
Hell hath no fury like a Cardiff semi-detached in this standalone haunted house tale. Shades of 
Ghostbusters, Poltergeist and Torchwood’s own Broken comic strip haunt the plot, but the whole thing 
is carried off with self-aware humour. The highlight has to be the one-page depiction of a Torchwood 
Penny Dreadful, in tasteful sepia tones -- with а cameo for Fragments’ Alice and Emily! 


Published in Issue #24 


OVERTURE 


Script Gary Russell 

Art John Ridgway 

Published in issue #25 
Torchwood's last regular comic 
strip is also its first set entirely in 
another period of its history. Here, 
Captain Jack is freelancing for 
Torchwood during World War Two, 
under orders from an unnamed 
RAF Commodore. Artist John 
Ridgway began his career drawing 
wartime adventures for Commando 
comic, before contributing strips 
to many issues of Doctor Who 
Magazine in the 1980s 


TORCHWOOD COMICS GUIDE 


>> COMIC TIMING 


їп September 2010, Titan Comics began a 
six-issue run of Torchwood Comic, reprinting 
strips from the magazine for a US audience. 
The run was as follows: 


#1: THE SELKIE/BROKEN PART 1 

(SEPT 2010) 

This debut issue boasted five covers: 
newsstand art by lan Churchill; 

a photographic cover of Captain 

Jack for comic stores; a San Diego 
‘Comic-Con exclusive cover showing 

lan Churchill's pencil art; another 
‘Comic-Con exclusive with art Бу Tommy Lee 
Edwards; and а Forbidden Planet exclusive, also 
with art by Tommy Lee Edwards. 


#2: FATED TO PRETEND/ 
BROKEN PART 2 (OCT 2010) 

The newsstand cover reproduced 
artwork by Paul Grist first seen 
in Torchwood magazine #13, 
showing all five of the Torchwood 
team — though Owen and Tosh 
did not appear in the issue. The comic store 
cover showed 3 promotional 
photo of Jack, Gwen and lanto. 
from Children Of Earth. 


#3: SHROUDED PART 1/ 

BROKEN PART 3 (NOV 2010) 

The newsstand cover showcased 
exclusive art by Pía Guerra, 

while the comic store exclusive was 

а photomontage of Jack and lanto. 

It is the only issue to include the name of 
the lead story on the cover. 

#4: SHROUDED PART 2/ 

BROKEN PART 4 (FALL 2010) 

Jack, Gwen and lanto were 

heavily armed amid Children ΟΕ 
Earth-style rubble on the exclusive 
newsstand cover art by Mark 
Buckingham — a theme echoed оп 

the photographic comic store cover, 

A third cover was produced for New York 
‘Comic-Con, showing the team of 

three as depicted by Paul Grist 


#5; SOMEBODY ELSE'S PROBLEM/ 
BROKEN PART 5 (DEC 2010) 
Stephen Downey, who drew 
Somebody Else’s Problem provided 
the newsstand cover art for this 
issue, while the comic store cover 
was a photo of Gwen solo, in keeping 
with the strip’s subtitle, "A Gwen 
Cooper Story” 


#6 HELL HOUSE/OVERTURE 

GAN 2010) 

Hell House artist Vince Danks 
depicts the all-action team for the 
newsstand cover of the last in the 
current run of Torchwood Comic 
The comic store photo cover shows 
Jack flashing his Vortex Manipulator. 
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ARCHIVIST ) CHARTS ΤΗΕ DEVELOPMENT 
AND DAY-BY-DAY PRODUCTION OF THE EPISODE THAT 
SAW OWEN FACE UP TO LIFE, DEATH AND TINTIN. 


ΟΤΕ: Dates not included in this production diary 
were dedicated to recording for Dead Man Walking, 
which was made as part of the same block as 

A Day In The Death. 


Naoko Mori was the only member of the regular 
cast not required for the first recording day of 
Block 4 at the series base in Upper Boat. Filming 
began in the standing set of Jack's office, before 
moving into other areas of the Hub. Weevil actor 
Paul Kasey was also on hand to film sequences 
for Dead Man Walking, with filming alternating 
+ between the two episodes throughout the day. 

Andy Goddard was shadowed by fellow director 
Í Rachael BernSousa for the first half of the Block. 


Í Amid scenes for Dead Man Walking, two sequences 
Í for A Day In The Death were also recorded: Jack 
and Owen sharing a joke in the Hub corridor, and 
Martha expressing her surprise at Owen being 
such a healthy dead man in the Hub hothouse on 
the mezzanine level. 


(D токсниоор 
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-Lloyd nor Naoko Mori were 
required for a third day at Upper Boat, where the 
team from Torchwood Declassified was following 
production on both episodes. Work began with 
Dead Man Walking in Studio 3, before moving into 
Studios 1/2 for sequences between Martha and 
Owen in the autopsy room. Sarah Lockwood from 
Millennium FX was responsible for the prosthetic 
cut on Owen's hand. Other material included Owen 
listening in as life — and wedding chat — went оп 
around him in the Hub. 


Í A big stunt day, with only Burn Gorman and John 


Barrowman required as Owen took his spectacular 
plunge off Mermaid Quay and into Cardiff Bay. 

A familiar venue for the Torchwood crew, the quay 
was established as the Tourist Information Centre 
entrance to the Hub in Everything Changes, and 


Í had appeared in several episodes since. Here, it 
+ was used for two sequences; Owen scrambling out 
+ of the water, and his running jump towards the 

+ water. For Health and Safety reasons, the 
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underwater sequence would take plac 

later in the schedule. On this day meanwhile, stunt 

arranger Tom Lucy was on hand to ensure th, 

there was no danger to cast or crew, while safety 

divers and boats from Edwards Diving Services The following variations are from the 

were standing by. To capture Owen's run along XI tone draft, dated 10 July 2007. Іп some 

quay, a steadicam mounted on a rickshaw-style earlier drafts, the Parker character. 

platform was used for the tracking shot. W e was called Wynters. 

two scenes complete, it was back to Upper Boat fo The opening montage includes Owen 

further work on Dead Man Walking. watching the sun rise across the Bay. His 
voiceover runs, “Nine days ago, ! died. And 

BLOCK 4, DAY 5: FRIDAY 17 AUGUST 2007, 0800-1900, they think I'm fine because I'm Owen. 

GREYFRIARS RO, CARDIFF/MILLENNIUM SQUARE, ROALD 1 deal with it. Because it’s just Owen. 

DAHL PLASS, OVAL BASIN, CARDIFF BAY/ROAD NEAR Doctor Owen Harper. Never lets anything 

LG ELECTRONICS PLANT, THE 010 A48, NEWPORT get to him. Deals with all the shit беса 


Two units were on location at the end of the first he doesn't really feel and... It's the same 


е elsewhere, 


week. As Andy Goddard's team worked on Dead егу day. And they don’t know. 

Man Walking in Greyfriars Road, a second unit Maggie is named as Maggie Steer (“305 

helmed by Ashley Way worked across the road sexy but real, and wearing an overc 

recording scenes of Maggie and Brian Hopley's that hides what she’s got on underneath’) 

wedding with guest star Christine Bottomley. The In the first scene with her and Ow tries А dead doctor who you've spent an awful lot οἱ 

photo of the happy с by Owen to breathe on her to prove he is dea you Í time before Tosh interrupts to 

also taken at this t the Oceana Nightclu t if | punch you in the face?" she asks. "Best i summon them to the boardroom. “A Torchwood 

Christine then joined Andy Goddard's main uni p breathing оп me then.” After flashbacks to 1 meeting... You should hear the stories we have 

while Colin Teague took over the reins from Ashley ad Man Walking, Ower antsomeone Í aboutthose at UNIT," says Martha. "They'll all be 

Way to record the second unit material o t gie replies, “And you — i Ower 

car crash that brought an abrupt end to Maggie's ? Just like that? At the meeting, lanto hands around 

married life, This was filmed on an unopened replies Owen, impersor coffee. “Awh, and | could really do 

section of dual carriageway outside Newport, also u 'Oh yeəh with something warm inside me, 

used іп Meat and Sleeper, and perfect for t fu torts says Owen. “I believe the correct 
ntrolled recording of cars ν ο а response is “Оо-ег Matron, 

autopsy of a Weevil: “So, 25 replies lanto. 

BLOCK 4, DAY 7: TUESDAY 21 AUGUST 2007, you can see: three stomachs Tosh displays the energy 

2000-0500, MILLENNIUM SQUARE, ROALD DAHL PLASS, he says, "You mean... it's not spike at her workstation. “Up 

OVAL BASIN, CARDIFF ВАУ ¢ human?" she gasps with mock in the mountains," comments 

After a day spent exclusively on Dead Man Walking, awe. Owen asks why Martha lanto, on the location of Parker's 

recording continued with a night shoot for both wants to know about Weevils, and home. When the screen flares with a 

episodes. Following recording on the earlier she says, "UNIT want me to get a massive peak, Owen says, "Can | make 


episode, the team gathered for Martha Jones’ handle оп them before | head поте H suggestion? How about we ignore it? 


farewell in Roald Dahl Plass, while the team from See what threat they could pose." Owen says, i We сап get in a van, head down to London. See 


Declassified looked on. At 11pm, Charlie Bluett You're definitely going back then?" Martha e sights. Go clubbing. Meet Martha's bloke. I’ve 
from Millennium FX took a с urn Gorman's replies, "Oh yeah. Family, job... My boyfriend's 1 seen pictures, Jack. You'd like him. But yeah, we 
hand, to be made into a prosthetic for the scene there. Here it's shops closir ve and dead ave the Welsh to it.” Gwen replies, "Ме should 


later in the shoot where Owen cuts himself. > doctors trying to kill me responds fiirtily, + stick you in a van and send you to Belgium 


After a couple more days of Dead Man Walking, 
the team were ready for a major element of A Day 
In The Death: a night shoot showing Owen and 
Maggie on the edge of a tall building, looking out 
across Cardiff. These scenes were recorded using 
a minimal crew atop the Cardiff University tower 


>> STORY OUTLINES 


Initial plans for series lanto Jone 


Owen, killed in Reset and subsequently 


resurrected. As such, the outline for epi 

t was originally entitled А Day In The Death 
of lanto Jon 
A Day In The Deat 


In this version, Jack empathise 


5, echoing the name of the play 
Df Joe Egg by Peter Nichols 
th his 


partners attempts to kill himself, and lanto was 


t stripped of his role. Не was selected for 


the mission to retreive an artefact called the 


Light because Tosh knew he could bypass the 


security set-up. lanto's break-in w be in the 
and dir 


from the 


style of Mission: Impossib ted by 


the Torchwood team Among the 


traps placed around the by 
hich sliced 


billionaire owner w 


QD токснноод 


that houses its School of Psychology. А crane was 
rigged from 4pm to capture the spectacular 
high-angle shots of the two characters in their 
precarious situation, with stunt performers Crispin 
Layfiéld and Tracy Caudle doubling for Burn and 
Christine in the more hazardous moments, under 
Tom Lucy's careful supervision. Sarah Lockwood 
of Millennium FX was also present once more, 
applying the prosthetic of Owen's fatal bullet 
wound, sustained in the episode Reset. Dialogue 
elements were shot separately from the wide- 
angle establishing material, as Owen found 
Maggie preparing to end it all. Finally, the scene 
of Owen noticing the photograph flutter down 
in his path was recorded at street level 


Following a weekend shoot on Dead Man Walking 
the night shoots for the framing sequences of 
Owen and Maggie on the roof continued on this 
Bank Holiday Monday. This time, the focus was on 
the dialogue, and no stunt work was required 
Static plate shots were captured to allow the team 
at The Mill to work their post-production magic 
with the concluding light show. 


lanto's unf forearm. At an 


Owen 


ther trap, 
anto could allow 


off, but he does 


t go through with it. After lanto had 


argued about their treatment of him 


lanto said he felt useful and aliv 


and dance 
he danced with 
he had been tall 
fram 

In a revised version of the outline, 
eloped at 


Russell T Davies’ request, and she 


Another day recording Dead Man Walking preceded 
Í two crews at work on three episodes mid-week 


+ First, directors Mark Everest and Ashley Way headed 
+ up a second unit from 3pm, which filmed pick-up 
+ shots of the car crash with Christine Bottomley, 

before recording inserts for Kiss Kiss, Bang Bang 


and Dead Man Walking. After dark, close-ups of 
Maggie's dialogue with Owen on the roof top were 


+ recorded at Millennium Square - at ground level, 


across the way from Bar Cwtch, and with Kristian 
Arthur as Burn Gorman's stand-in. This team then 
continued work on Dead Man Walking until the 


Í early hours. 


Í Andy Goddard's main 


Í begin work on the 


Í the episode from 


Í the Glamorgan 
Í Building at Cardiff 


With all this going оп 


unit was able to 
centrepiece of 


7pm, with Burn 
Gorman and 

main guest star 
Richard Briers 
convened at the 
committee room of 


While Owen cleared all емдег 


from his flat, Не was ассог 


University's city centre site; As well as featuring in 
End Of Days, this venue had also featured in 
various Doctor Who episodes. Owen's approach 
along the mansion corridor was recorded first, using 
Steadicam, before work began on the lengthy 
scene between Owen and the dying recluse Parker. 
Both the Declassified camera crew and Simon Hugo 
from Torchwood Magazine were on hand, and 
Richard Briers kindly climbed out of bed in order to 
be interviewed by both of them. 


BLOCK 4, DAY 15: THURSAY 30 AUGUST 2007, 1900-0600, 
COMMITTEE ROOM, GLAMORGAN BUILDING, KING 
EDWARD МИ AVENUE/UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIO 3 
More dialogue between Owen and Parker began 
another night's recording at the Glamorgan Building, 
after which Richard Briers took part in a photo- 
shoot as Parker. With this material completed, the 
unit moved to another location for recording on 
Dead Man Walking, before returning to Upper Boat 
for a close-up of Owen extinguishing a candle in 

his flat — intended as the opening of the episode at 
the time. The following day, more work on Dead 
Man Walking completed the third week of the Block 


BLOCK 4, DAY 17: MONDAY 3 SEPTEMBER 2007, 
1800-0600, UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIOS 1/2/ 
WHARTON STREET, CARDIFF/BUTE PARK, CARDIFF 
Week four kicked off with two units at work again 
with Andy Goddard now shadowed by director 
Andrew Smaje and lan Smith of BBC Interactive as 
he continued to helm the main crew. Work at 
Upper Boat began with Dead Man Walking, with 
scenes of Gwen, Tosh and lanto in the Hub, talking 
to Owen at Parker's mansion, sandwiched in 
between. While this went on, Burn Gorman was out b 


A DAY IN THE DEATH 


visio And this is you is it? Feeling fine?" asks Tosh. 
"Belgium? What's wrong wit 
ο. "One wo: 


oM 


s 2 Owen runs from the flat and throws himself into 


the 


ау 


roof, Owen ехрапд5 anto is at the reception desk when Jack brings 


the drenched Owen back to the Hub. “He looks 


on his dislike of Tintin ап. And a boy 


It's not right. good all wet, doesn't he?" asks Jack. “I wouldn't 


Owen eavesdrops on Martha and Gwen ir sir," lanto replies. 


rdroom discussing boyfriends and wedding: On the way to Parker's estate, Jack tells Owen: 


35 Martha confirms that, apart from being dead, + “Ellis Island, 1892. | get shot. Bullet in the heart 
Owen is okay. But | don't die... And then | realise I can't, Fall off 
In the Hub, Gwen acts sympathetically towards £ cliffs, trampled by horses, poisoned... 1901. | try 

Owen as he continues to autopsy the Weev to drown myself... Well, it's meant to be the 


she iq 


butw ay. And I'm not too good with the whole 


flinches. She says her reaction is because of th 


еп he puts his hand on her should: 


down 


ir icu ng. Euugh, blood... | w 


earlier affair, not because he is dead. there for 28 minutes. | wanted it to end, 


When she leaves, Owen angrily stabs And it didn't... I lied to you earlier 


into the dead Weevil 1 made it sound easy but it wasn't 


his scalpel 
for me and it won't be for you. 
Far 


to three other guards: Halpin 


Martha delivers Parker's file to 


ton makes refereni 


ice. “Henry Parker's 


Jack's о! 


dear old daddy had friends ir 
high places,” comments Jack, Manning and Pritchard 


The mansion, the land it’s on, Parker refers to the alien 


it’s owned by the Americ device as "ће Light." Owen tel 


bassy. If we're caught there, we him it's dangerous, апа Не replies, 


ting what they quaintly сай 50 are cigarettes. You going to take 


ternational incident those from me as well? Look, it keeps 


be plan, Jack has а quiet me going. One day you'll be old. You'll find 


pathetic. Like a kitten 


yourself so wea 


would shatter and 


they'd nev No more fighting with Owen interjects, "God, | hate kittens,” and Parker 
Weevils. No more ре ot. No more punch ees, before continuing, “Тһе Light's connected 
ups with lanto... We don't know ho to that machine there, Don't ask me how. Got 
Glove's energy will keep you going. ome bloody dull scientist of mine to do it. And 
იძ chill for a bit. Sit around in y mitting this energy. This... Light. It's filling me 
atch TV Owen objects, Jack L” When Owen disconnects the Light from 
‘Option one, you с πό you go i the monitor, Parker has a heart attack and dies. 
home. Option two, I'm T ште Snowy Í Ni When the Light starts pulsing fiercely, Owen 
lesk, here and пон + reasons that as he is dead, he w e device 
өніс b as it goes critical. "You hear that Gwen?" he say 
d > t?” she 2 “I've finally learnt the benefits of a good old hug 
replies, "They су couldn't deal with it. е come over all Disney... All I'm going to do 
Couldn't de е... They sent me home hold it. Wrap myself around it. Hopefully, | can 
Watch at home, € tens to Club orb... Whatever it is that's coming out of it 
ot by Kasabi arrives w Back in the Hub, Owen apologises to 
ind they disc TT Tosh. "You promise me something, 
с an be. Tosh says, "There are he says to him. "No more hiding 
es when I'm happ) from it. No more keeping it locked 
m sad. Tim away. You tell me when it's bad. 
'eart's breaking because the 1 don't саге how much it hurts, 
Nice and quie d need to. Is that a deal?" He 
you're just the same г agrees and shows her the Light 
When Tosh asks Owen if he is More changes were made for the 


readthrough draft of 30 July 2007. 


гоот, Martha tells 


cupboard, “full of shit Owen he is not going to age, 


anymore," the th the empty What's that thing about dying young and leaving 


helves, "cos | can't eat anything," then to the 3 beautiful corpse?" Owen places а thermometer 


droom where, "Every night, | go to this bed and + behind his ear and asks, “What's the temperature 

! pretend can't п here?" Martha reads out, “21 degrees,” Owen 

1 haven't sl Im scared reads the thermometer: “21 degrees, Well, there 

cared to close my e case | can't open them Í you р dead. Everything's normal 

again. Scared in case I end up trapped in that сп Gwen says that Parker's objects have 

Dark When Tosh offers to help, he continues, + been monitored for some time, Martha add: 

You want me. You always have. Looking at me Yeah, but... Well, we know how some alien 

Watching me as I screwed all those women, your. Í objects can change people...” Owen interjects, 

little heart breaking. Yo ед me but yo 1 will devour your soul, Martha Jones... ОН, 

wanted me... safe. And t t out loud 

it? What am 12 Your new s if Parker was agoraphobic, which 
nd romantic and. г 1 know that's actually 
n lunges at he a misconception?” says Owen. “Agoraphobia 


n't really mean a fear of going outside 


t means ‘fear of the 


а interrupt 


Тһе shooting script for the episode was locked 
a couple of weeks before production began, 
with various rewrites made during recording. 

Originally, the episode opened with a montage 
of Owen waking and going to work. This began 

5pm, as Owen sat alone in his flat, attempting 
to blow out a lone, Ніскегіпр candle, before 
using his hand to painlessly extinguish the flame. 

When Owen invited Maggie to examine his 
fatal wound, she was to comment, 
That's gross... Okay. So you're 
saying that’s not makeup? So if 
I tried to stick my finger. 

| can't even make 

sodding coffee,” exclaimed 
Owen after his lesson i 
от lanto. 

Jack described Parker as 
‘90-odd now 


brewing 


Gwen added 
Rich old recluse, 
He u 


eBay, but never really does anything with it. Just 


and went on to 
explain, ually gets stuff off 
sticks it behind glass and admires the beauty 

I've been to clubs like that," quipped lanto. “So, 
Well, they 


о went on. 


what's the problem?" asked Martha. 

don't like you touching 
After Tosh commented on the energy spi 

Jack added, “Yet it's there, buzzing away in the 

valleys, fizzing like sherbet. Or like those little 

sour cola bottles." When Gwen commented that 
ი 1986, Jack said, "Ah, the 


80s. Number two on my Top 10 of decades. 


Parker was last see} 


You've got a Top 10?" asked lanto, "This better 


be number one." Jack smiled. “Decade's not 
over yet 

Owen told Maggie that there was nearly one 
million suicides every year. "How long 
| been up here?" he went on. "Ten minu 
That's... one every 40 seconds so 
that's what... Ten and a bit since 
I've been on your roof." Не 
revealed that he was a doctor, 
and Марв 
right. Doctor by day, 
Batman by night?" "No, 
he replied. “Just a doctor 

You all right?" Gwen asked 
Martha at her workstation 
said Martha, then, "No. 


Martha looked down into the 


Yeah, 


autopsy room where Owen was sewing up his 
injured hand. Realising she needed a distraction 


Gwen continued: "Rhys' parents. They can’t 


stand me. Reckon I'm not good enough for their 
little boy. I was going to wear this red wedding 

dress, yeah. Just to wind them up. The scarlet 

woman. But it's my wedding and | wanted it, you 
know, to be perfect..." Bringing up a computer 
image of a model in a wedding dress with a cut 
out of her face on it, she went on, "I look so 


beautiful, don't И... I'm joking! You can laugh! 


Martha responded, “He's dead and he's sewing 
his own hand up and he can't feel it and 
there's nothing ! can do. 
More coffee?" asked Owen while 
the others were busy at work in 
Hub. "I'm all coffeed-out, tha 
d Jack, 
The sequence of Owen 
clearing out his flat began with 
him watching loud music on MTV, 
then clearing t 
and | 
he thrust photos into a bin bag: “Ow 
as a child. Owen in а club. Owen at parties 
with Diane. Hold on 


you,” геј 


е bathroom, kitchen 


ng room. In the living room, 


(without Torchwood), 
the last one before he screws it up and bins it 
Tosh’s rambling speech about being Gwen's 
bridesmaid continued: “So | told her that Im 
sure I'll cope. Forgot to ask, how's your 
hand by the way? Look at mine! Bruised it 
last night, banging on the wall, These 
new people who've moved in next door. 
They're... Well, you know, at it all hours 
It's like they're hammering on the 
wall. I mean, | know you'd find it funny 
but... Owen, when was the last time 
you Hoovered in here? It's a right 
state. So yeah, as well as coping with 
starting at five and Gwen's wedding 
obsession, 1 had lanto babbling оп 
at me about credit card expenses! 
Like | wasn't busy or anything! 
1 mean, | never use my card 


Ooh! That reminds me. He did 


bring me this new artefact. 
It's like silver. Like a plaque, 
оп it. So, bless him, he's all 


g he's discovered 


excited thinki 

some message from the stars. 

guess what? Croatian. | ran 
t throu age 

translator and it's Croatian. 

So, во on, how's your 


day going? 


and about with Ashley Way and a second unit, to 


record the time-lapse sequence of Owen standing 
still while the inhabitants of Cardiff bustled around 
him. The backdrop for this sequence was Wharton 
Street, a venue often used to represent the street 
of London in Doctor Who. The same unit then 
moved to here they recorded the 
distressed Owen as he ran from his flat. After dark, 
ots of dial 
ith Joanna Ruiz standing in as 


ute Park, 
Burn performed pick-up 5 gue for the 
rooftop 
Maggie, before leaving the second unit to continue 
its work on Dead Man Walking. He then joined 
ddard's team at Upper Boat to record 

n's return to the Hub and Toshiko's declaration 

ме for him 


BLOCK 4, DAY 18: TUESDAY 4 SEPTEMBER 2007, 
2000-0500, MERTHYR MAWR HOUSE, MERTHYR 
MAWR, BRIDGEND 

е Grade ΙΙ listed Merthy 
с е 19th Century for the politician 
Sir John Nicholl, and no 


Mawr House was 
nstructed in 
served as the exterior 
or Henry Parker's home over two night shoots. 
A readthrough for Block 5 took place at Upper Boat 
from 6pm, after which Burn Gorman joined the 

n location to record nces of Owen 


into Parker's re th Tom Lucy 


Тһе earliest part of 
episode was the flashback to Maggie and 
Brian's wedding day, referred to as Day X 
wedding was at 11.30am and by 11.45am 
Maggie had been widowed. The main 
narrative then spanned a 24-hour period 


от 5am to 5am, three days after Owen wa 


shot in Reset. Owen woke at Sam on Day 
skipped breakfast at 6.30am, walked throug! 
Cardiff a nd arrived at the Hub by Ва 
His demot fee maker cam 

after he was ned by Martha а 
10.30am and sliced his hand open at 11.05am 
before Бе ome at 11.16 
Owen began to cle 
Tosh arriving at 

the Bay at 4.55pm and was fished out 
at 5.30pm. He was then given 
СД 


һе break-in at Parker's house 


began at 7.50pm. By 8.05рт 

talking to the dying recluse 
ег was dead. Martha Jones IC 

at 10pm, with Tosh hugging Owen at 10.20pm 

It was midnight w 

he was relatin 

day. Owen and Maggie enjoyec 

show from 4am, concluding o 


оре at Sar 


vising Owen's encounters with Webb at the 
generator, and Farrington on the staircase. 


BLOCK 4, DAY 19: WEDNESDAY 5 SEPTEMBER 2007, 
2000-0500, MERTHYR MAWR HOUSE, MERTHYR 
MAWR, BRIDGEND 
For the second night at Merthyr Mawr, Burn was 
joined by John Barrowman and Freema Agyeman, 
as Jack and Martha wished Owen well with his 
Owen watched Taylor being lured away 

y Gwen’s phone call; and Martha and Jack kept 
in touch with Owen during his confrontation 
with Parker. 


BLOCK 4, DAY 20: THURSDAY Б SEPTEMBER 2007, 
1900-0600, UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIO 3 
Writer Joseph Lidster was present at Upper Boat 
Studios for the day to see the regular cast — plus 
Freema - bringing his epispde to life on the » 


marketplace’ doesn’ 
asks, "What's the word ar of red-headed 


leads into 


detectives', Owen? 
Tintin discussior 
n Jack's office, Owen says, "You get to 
live forever. | get to die forever. I'm 
the anti-Jac 
As Tosh makes awkward small 
talk in Owen's flat, she says, 
1 had lanto babbling on at те 
about Thundercats! 


lanto itemises Parker's 


collection as incl 


iding "A pair 

of Menoptra wings," referri 

to aliens seen in the 1965 Doctor 

Who story The Web Planet. 

In the SUV, Jack add: bed by 

a princess" to his list of deaths. 

The head of security is now Isaac Omosan 
sleek, professional, sexy"), and he refers 
rds called Hopley and Jones. 

The sequence еп Parker and Owen 
significantly 4 as Parker nods weakly to 
a corner and says t », "Well, say hello. Со 
on. Sh are you Emily?" Ом 
Emily?" and Parker replies, “Му 
the shadows. “Erm 


ме or die. Either 


The pre-shooting draft, dated 6 August 2007, 
was almost identical to the shooting script apart 
from the following variations. 

Owen's narration while he із 

What the bloody hell are you going on abou 
says Maggie when Owe f she's ready 


А DAY IN THE DEATH 


When Jack confronts Owen in his office and 
asks for weapons and passes, Owen replies, 
Because I'm dead, right?" Jack says, “Look, i'm 
sorry Owen, but we have to do this... Three days 
ogo, you died. Two days ago, 12 people died. 
Owen counters: "And yesterday, no one 
died," and Jack replies, "Which is 
great, but this isn't just about 
hether you're a threat... We need 
to find out what you are." Owen 
argues, "We're not exactly 100 
per cent on what you are, are 
we?" Jack comes back, "I'm 
the boss. Owen, | don't want to 
do this. | trust you. You're my 
friend and that's why | have to do 
this. We need to be so certain you're 
okay." Owen i pressed, "You 
almost sound as if you care, Jack 
lanto tries to explain his relationship with Jack 
after showing Owen the coffee machine. "Don't 
tell me. It's love,” says Owen, “Yes,” replies lanto 
| mean, | think so. | love him." After some more 
sarcastic comments from Owen, lanto says, "Can 
1 make a suggestion? What's happened to you is, 
well, as you said, it's shit, isn't it? Well, we've all 
been through shit. And we survived. You've hit me, 
Ive shot you, you Jack... We've been throu 
hell on Earth and we survived.” Owen say 


I appreciate the pep talk, but what's this got to 


+ do with your stupid bloody machine?” lanto 


perseveres. “You want the others to think you're 


+ okay? You want them to think you're coping? 


hen do it. I've seen you dissect alien co 
Watched you save so many lives. I've stood there 
watching you stand up and be so in control 

And you're really going to let this beat you? 

ting to discuss the energy pulse 

Owen comes in with coffee and says, "So, that's 
everyone sorted, yeah? Tosh, black with one sugar. 
black, no s thy – | approve. 
Martha, cappuccino with chocolate sprinkles 


and you a doctor... lanto, tea, and Gwen, white 


with two low-calorie sweeteners so you can fit 

nto your wedding dress. And nothing 
эг me because you've all seen what 
appens when I drink, yeah?' 

On the roof, Maggie asks 
Owen, "What the hell are you? 
He replies, ad. l'm 
screwed up. 

Parker tells Owen about the 


Pulse: "It's not part of my 


collection. It's keeping me alive. 
I've tried so hard to stay hidden, but 

you can't, can you? They always find 
you. You think I'm mad don't you?" Owen says, 
t's like to hold οἱ 


I know wha To try and 


believe that there's a... a cure... Just a minute. If 
you're say at this thing is stopping your 
cancer killing you, then why haven't you told 
No, it's 
ys Parker, "Not physically. It's 


Well, alive, There's no 


chemicals, It's like living hope. 

Every маке up and... I'm 

beautifu enough. Not anymore. 

been getting stronger, as if it knows it's not doing 

enough for me anymore.“ When Owen picks up 
se, Parker says, “Oh... | think it likes you 


now given as Hopley, rather 


TORCHWOOD Ф 


When 


sh told Owen she w 
by leaning over and kissin 


that why you came?" he aske 


know," she replied, startled. "Oh... swee 


Tosh,” said Owen, “You didn't even flinch 


cold I am.” His comment: 


were a later addition. 


As lack escorted Owen into the Hub. 


from the Bay, lanto was waiting with 


towels, there was an additional 


sequence at the Hub. "You got him 


then?" said lanto. "Come on, 


Jack Gwen, as Owen sat 


on the sofa, "We've got a job 


to do." The team headed for 
the boardroom, but when Owen 
tried to follow, Jack pushed him 
back down onto the sofa. 


Рагкегв mansion, when Martha 


emphasised to Owen how fragile he 


was, he responded, "Yeah, thanks Nan. 


weighed in, "Listen to her, Owen, 


insisted, "If you fall over and break your 


that's it. You'll never walk again 


off, Martha added, “You saved my life... Yc 


ad because of me. Take care 


in the grounds were Dave Webb 


nd Ben Taylor, both 29. After Tosh gave 


of the blackout, Jack added, "ОН, 


1 could do in one-minute-twenty of bla 


dialogue and Par 
tially diff the shooting 
pisode 


condition 
told O 
| need it because 

replied Ower 

just try a 


I stay calm." Parker went on, 


m scared. | don't know what h WI 


die. 1 don't kne there 


can't.” Owen realised, 
cared t 

doi Parker replied, 
Owen asked, “It's not ph 


loing anything is it? It's 


Owen e 


plained about 


the threat from the device 


Parker continued, “| know it 


tronger. That's how I 


come." Owen reasoned, zm 


going to have to let me take it. Do уо! 


understand?" Parker responded angrily 


addicted to it. | need it. 1 


Owen said, "You're dying е got to 


this worth it? 
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nted to help him 


about her dream date 


and Martha 


As Owen set 


You're going to be okay 


got so many operation scars I look теопе5 


ხილი carving noughts and crosses оп ту chest 


gher. Í And Im lonely! I'm going to die here on my own. 


1 don't 2” Owen responded 


lovely £ get to choose. Nobody else gets that 


m choose die. You can choose 


пе you go. You've got that... dignity 


Convinced by Owen, Parker tells him to take 


the device, saying "Comple! 


mission, doctor." But Owen sa 


т not going to kill you. I'm по! 


а killer. You give it up. You let go. 


Owen nodded, reaching 


aking the Pulse. 


Your eyes. You 


What is it? Why are you so ап! 


said, "I've got a lot to be angry 


lack + about aimed, “Oh, bollocks. Don't 


u fee at me." Owen 
eg, agreed. "Yeah, ай right Y Following 
rker’s gaze, О, aph of him 
>> a woman. 


Parker. “She was so... perf her so much, 
Oh, but you di 


the that. Il be tel 


you know о hear about 


ng you або war next.” Owen 
hat 
ut ft with the Puls mised to 
said the 
er wa: 


s out 


there... And it was ап old man dying of a heart 


attack. Dy front of told Maggie 
Everything ends,” he 


When Ov 


NASA m 


tanding set of the Hub boardroom. The two 
scheduled scenes saw Owen serving coffee to his 
colleagues, and being assigned his mission to 
investigate Parker's mansion, after which recording 
continued on Dead Man Walking. After the 
weekend, the next three days were also devoted 
to the earlier episode. 


BLOCK 4, DAY 24: WEDNESDAY 12 SEPTEMBER 2007, 
0800-1900, UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIOS 1/2 
The penultimate day of Block 4 found all five 
members of the Torchwood team recording in the 
Hub. Here, the team were visited by lan Smith 
from BBC Interactive, as well as a team from BBC 
Branding. The scheduled sequences comprised 
Jack bringing (Не sodden Owen back to the Hub, 
and Tosh listening in on the conversation between 
Owen and Parker. More scenes for Dead Man 
Walking preceded an evening readthrough for 
Block 7 (the episode Adrift), and work on Block 4 


formally wrapped the following day, with work 


би ort by 
lon Bunting 


оп Dead Man Walking running concurrently with 
an initial shoot for From Out of the Rain 


As usual, some pick-up shots with the regular cast 
were scheduled around subsequent episodes. So, 
while crews for Blocks 5 and 7 were at work on 
location, а third unit remained at Upper Boat to 
complete Hub sequences for Dead Man Walking. 
This included the scene in Jack's office where 
Owen hands over his passes and weapon to lanto 
and Jack 


At the end of a day's filming for Adrift with 
director Mark Everest, the cast were once again 
joined by Andy Goddard, to record pick-up shots 
of Gwen, Tosh and lanto listening in as Owen 
talked to Parker. 


>> REALITY BITES 


him 
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BLOCK 7 PICK-UPS: TUESDAY 8 OCTOBER 2007, 
1030-2130, LLANDAFF FIELDS, PONTCANNA, CARDIFF/ 
GROES-FAEN, PONTYCLUN/UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: 
STUDIOS 1/2 

A portion of the pick-up day for Block 7 was also 
devoted to Block 4, with Andy Goddard starting 
the day's directing on scenes with Burn Gorman. 
More of the sequence of Owen running away from 
his flat was recorded first, at Llandaff Fields in 
Pontcanna, before the team moved to a swimming, 
pool in a private house in Pontyclun. Safety diver 
Paul Edwards was again present to ensure that no 


harm came to Burn Gorman as the underwater 
shots of Owen in Cardiff Bay were recorded, and 
cameraman James Leigh captured the scene using 
a special 'Amphibicam'. Simon Hugo from 
Torchwood magazine was on hand to follow the 
complex sequence, which was followed by some 
inserts for Dead Man Walking at Upper Boat 
Mark Everest then resumed the helm for more 
work on Adrift 


BLOCK 4 PICKUPS: WEDNESDAY 17 OCTOBER 2007, 
0915-2015, OCEAN HOUSE, CARDIFF BAY 

Scenes in Owen's fiat that had originally been 
planned for Friday 14 September were defer 

the schedule in favour of a pick-up day for 
Block 5. On location at a converted warehouse 
apartment in Cardiff Bay, Burn and Naoko played 
out the material, under the gaze о 
from Torchwood Declassified 


ne team 


BLOCK В, DAY 7; MONDAY 29 OCTOBER 2007, 
0300-2000, UPPER BOAT STUDIDS: STUDIO 1/2 


+ After a days location work on Something Borrowed 


vith director Ashley Way 
base for the last Block 4 pick-up: 
on the Hub s: 
work, and а ги е of Jack and lanto welcoming 


еп back at receptio: 


rned to 


These included Owen's arrival at 


The Goodies: Super Chaps Three, Andrew Pixley's 


| comprehensive guide to the 70s comedy sensations, 


is available now from Kaleidoscope Publishing. 


+ For details, see: www.kaleidoscopepublishing.co.uk 


>> BROADCAST AND RECEPTION 


A Day In The Death made its debut on ВВСЗ, which had been running a week ahead of BBC2 since 


Reset, two weeks before. 


BROADCAST DATE TIME 
Wednesday 27 February 2008 
Wednesday 5 March 2008 
Thursday 6 March 2008 
Tuesday 18 March 2006 
Saturday 8 November 2008 
Tuesday 3 March 2009 


7.00pm* 
7.00pm 
7.20pm 
10.45pm 
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CHANNEL 
9.50рт BBC3 
9.00рт Ввс2 
BBC2 (ех М/5со!) 0.86 million 
ВВС Two (Scot) 

BBCHD 

ввс но 


RATINGS APPRECIATION INDEX 
118 million 88/100. 
3.08 million 85/100 


* Pre-watershed v 


>> CONTINUITY 


The episode begins with a montage of 
flashbacks from the episodes Everything 
Changes, Ghost Machine, Out of Time, Meat, 
Reset and Dead Man Walking. 

№ Owen's narration mentions “Babbling 
away about aliens and weddings,” referring 
to Gwen's impending marriage, seen in the 
following episode Something Borrowed, and 
first mentioned in Kiss Kiss, Bang Bang. 
Martha Jones is still working alongside 
Torchwood, having arrived in Reset and been 
present during Dead Man Walking 

W Owen's reference to his own isolation 
within the team, “Tosh even had Tommy,” 
harks back to the relationship between 
Toshiko and World War One 

soldier Tommy Brockless 

in To The Last Man 

Wi Toshiko's pizza comes 

from Jubilee Pizza, first 

mentioned in the Doctor 

Who episode Dalek, and 

featured in the Torchwood 

episodes Everything 

Changes, Cyberwoman and 

Combat among others. 

The script stage directions 

specifically refer to ^a Jubilee Pizza box." 

W Henry Parker's collection is said to include. 
а Dogon Eye, as seen in Random Shoes. 

№ Gwen tells the security guard, "I'm calling 
from St. Helen’s Hospital,” the hospital 
where Owen wrestled Death in the previous 
episode, Dead Man Walking, 


А DAY IN THE DEATH 


>> CAST = а Падан. pe ee ag τος 


[John Cooling, Des Ward] 


John Barrowman Captain Painter/2nd Standby {Julia Challis} 
Eve Myles Gwen Cooper Concept Artist [Peter McKinstry] 
Burn Gorman Owen Harper "орз М Stuart Wooddisse 
Naoko Mori Toshiko Sato 'ecorator Kay Browr 

Gareth David-Lloyd lanto Jone Buye! [Ben Morris] 

Kai Owen Rhys William Petty Cash Buyer [Katherine Lewis] 
Freema Арует Martha Jone Dressing Prop: [Matthew Ireland] 
Richard Briers Parker Props Storeman [Tom Belton| 
Christine Bottomley Maggie Props Charge Hand [Martin Broadbent] 


Louis Decosta Johnson Farrington Props Fabrication Department [Вапу Jones] 


Brett Allen Taylor с Spar (Gavin Riley] 
Gil Kolirin Webb ction Manager Matthew Hywel-Davies 
Art Dept Driver [Gareth Fox] 


* Credited, but does not appear Scenic Artist [John Whalley 
Graphics BBC Wales Graphic Design 


>> CREW Е ex calle e NC NOR 


Created by ell T Davies Make-up Supervisc ate Roberts 
Written by Joseph Lidster Make-up Artists [Andrea Dowdall, Kate Gardiner, Emma Bailey, 
Producer Richard Stokes Anwen Davies, Sue Westwood 
Director Andy Goddard Stunt Co-ordinator Tom Lucy 
Co-Producer Chris Chibnall Casting Associate Andy Brierley 
Ist Assistant Direc Richard Harris* Evans* Í Post Production Supervisor Helen Vallis, Chris Blatchford 
Mortis, Nick Britz, Bryan Moses] i Post Production Co-ordinator [Marie Brow 
2nd Assistant Director ძ tant Editor Matt Mullins 
3rd Assistant Director ain, L т di lark Bright [Jon Е 
Runners 
Lowri Denman, Sian Golds 
Unit Driver ‘an Evans, Wynford Finney, 
Eaves 
Facilities Driver A Ὃν ς t ду Pryor СОС 
Catering t ductio и Сеп Tothill 
Facilities 1 5 t Dave Baumber [Вау Parker, Phil Edwards, 
Lighting Suppliers ighting Limited В Simon Keolmeyer] 
Camera Suppliers аһат Í Se шап Luxtor 
Location Manager ky Jan gner гау Holman 
Assistant Location Мапај Iwan R + Make-Up Designer Marie Doris 
Unit Manager Бега ე 15 sic (theme) Murray Gold 
Production Manager Нап Мот Music (incidental) Ben Foster 
Production Co-ordinator Hannah Simpson Visual Effect The Mill 
Production/Script Secretary [Claire Thomas Prostheti Millennium Effects, Neill Gorton, Rob Mayor] 
Purchasing Assistant Eva μα! Effect r Marie Jones 
Continuity Llinos Wyn Jones Coles, Vicky Cole Visual Effects Superyis Barney Curnow 
Special Effects Any Effects 
Script Editor Gary Russell [Brian Minchin] litor Richard Cox 
Camera Operator Martin Stephens [Stuart Brereton, lames Lei Productio Edward Thomas 
Focus Puller Anna James [Terry Bartlett, Dave Муац f p Mark Waters [John Record] 
Mark Maidment, Alwyn Hughes] [Sophie Fante] 
Grip [Allan Hughes, Steve Jones, Dai Hopkin stive ulie Scott 
ра day, Bobby Williams, Martin Jones] + Ass Producer n Lew 
Camera Assistar г Paliwala [Amir Аа! ecutive Producers зей T Davies, Julie Gardner 
იძ Swingle] MMVII 
Camera Trainee IGuto Vaughan] 
Gaffer Dave Fowler Names in square brac 
Best Boy Chris Davies 
Boom Of Kevin Staples [Ada ge, Kirsty МИ ი, edited on broadcast episode. **Credited оп ОМО, 


Tam Shoring, Jason Devlin, Barry Doyle] 


ica [от Ошу. волое, (S SUPPORTING ARTISTS 


Shaun Thomas 


Supervising Art Director Keith Dunn Paul Kasey, Weevil; Crispin Layfield, Stunt Double for Owen Harper; Tracy 
Art Department Co-Ordinator [Аппа Coote] nt Double for Maggie; Kristian Arthur, Double for Owen Harper, 
Art Department Assistant [Jackson jiz, Double for Maggie; Grant Lock, Brian; Yin lau, Best Man; Nicky 
Series Designer Julian Luxton] Valentine, Groom's Mother; Rosalyn Church, Bride’s Mother, John Beacham 
Standby Art Director Cathy Featherstone [Sian Bund} Bride's Aimee е aid; Ме! Shearsmith, Місһіе Roche, 
jackson Pop Richard Simpkins, Vanessa Bailey, Robert Vale, Passers; lan Newbury, Nei 


Storyboard А [Shaun Williams] Е Partridge с Maureen St Lois, Kyle Legal, Passers 
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he island was deserted. 
Gwen Cooper clambered out of the 
motorboat and shivered. It was bitterly cold, 
and she wrapped her coat tightly round 
herself as she made her way along an 
overgrown footpath to the lighthouse. 

The Flat Holm facility was where Torchwood cared 
for people who'd been returned by the Rift; broken 
people abruptly cut adrift from their lives. The last 
time she'd been here, the place had been bustling 
with nurses and patients, all of them doing their best. 
Now it was empty. As she shone her torch down the 
dark corridors, she realised she wasn't surprised. 
Gwen guessed she'd never know what had happened 
to them. 

She made her way to the end of the corridor. Gwen 
Cooper was looking for something. Something very 
important. 

She found it without too much trouble. No name 
оп the door; just ‘Cell 34’, She slid back the Бон 
trying to fight down the rising sense of unease 

As she flung the door open, she heard a sound 
behind her. It was no more than a light footstep, 
a shoe softly brushing concrete. Gwen stiffened. She 
was not alone 

Flat Holm island was no longer deserted. In the 
darkness, a cell door slammed and a voice rang out. 

“Ive come to show you the Glory." 


“1 love bacon, don’t you love bacon?” Simon was 
a talker. Elwyn had always said that. He happily 
prattled away as he turned the rashers out onto 
plates, buttered toast, and set the meal down on 
the table. He sat and looked at his wife, talking at 
her about the news, the weather (rain most likely) 
and some gossip Пей heard about a rugby 
international. In the background, Red Dragon FM 
droned away. Simon always left the radio on for 
Elwyn. He knew she liked IL 

When he'd finished, he cleared his plate away and 
got ready for the day. The last thing he did before 
leaving the house was to close the windows. They 
were all wide open, despite the horrid weather. But 
soon he'd pulled them all to, half aware of how 
quickly the smell returned. Не got used to it, but he 
couldn't really say he enjoyed it. Not even the одоиг 
of fried bacon could quite mask it. 

“Пт off out, my love,” he said to Elwyn. He didn't 
quite kiss her on the cheek, but he told himself that 
was because he had work to до. He was always а bit 
glad to get out of the house. Especially when he was 
going to serve the Glory. 

The door closed quietly behind him. And Elwyn 
just sat there at the table. As she always did 


“Promise not to laugh,” said Gwen. “| mean it. 
^l promise,” said Rhys solemnly. He giggled 
“Rhys!” Gwen took her eyes off the road and gave 

him The Stare. 

"Sorry, sorry. What is it, love?” 

“Ive been having... dreams.” 

Rhys raised an eyebrow. “Oh aye? Spooky dreams, 
is it? Hey, am | in them?” He glanced out of the car 
window. “Gwen, love! Look at the opera house. 
Doesn't it look wrong?” 

Rhys had a point. It was very late, and the Bay was 
normally deserted by this time. The restaurants had all 
closed and the Senedd was dark, but the Millennium 
Centre was still open, its lights blazing away through 
the rain, illuminating the water tower. She pulled over, 
and they walked towards the opera house 


@ токсниоор 


The doors weren't even locked. Inside, it was 
eerie. Their footsteps echoed on the vast empty 
marble floor. 
keep feeling someone's going to tell me off, 

said Rhys. The last time they'd been here the lobby 
and stairways had been crammed with people, and 
the hall itself had buzzed with life. Now it was still and 
impossibly quiet, row after row of empty seats all 
flipped up. And yet. 

“Something was on here,” Gwen said it. She said it 
out loud. “Something really big. You can tell.” The 
signs were there -- scatterings of paper, plastic cups, 
a feeling of life. But it was as though everyone had just 
stood up and gone home. 

Only both of them knew that wasn’t the case. Мо 
one here had gone home. 

“I'm very scared,” said Rhys, 
swallowing his words. 

Yeah," said Gwen quietly. 

A figure watched them get back into their car and 
drive slowly away. 

"One day soon, you too shall see the Glory, 
he said 


the empty hall 


Simon and Elwyn were walking home, laughing. It 
had been a great night out. A few friends and a bit 
of a giggle over a few pints. He was talking about 
how it had been a good craic, and she was telling 
him not to use that word. They were almost at the 
door, he even had the keys in his hand when 
suddenly their world ended. 

A giant rip appeared in the air, a sucking void 
that pulled her in, screaming. He stood there, 
blinking at where his wife had been, as stunned as 
if he'd just been shot. Then the hole in the world 
pulled him in as well. And that's when he screamed 
too. All around him - a flash of something so 
strange it couldn't be described and a terrible 
sensation of falling, and of a darkness so bright it 
hurt. He couldn't see her їп all this. He just couldn't 
see her. He simply fell. 

He felt something clutching at his leg. Grabbing 
his ankle, and pulling. 

He came to, lying on the pavement. A man in a 
military coat stood over him, grinning. 

“| got you out!” he boomed. He seemed so pleased. 


WE ALL GU 
THROUGH 


A NEW SHORT STORY BY STEVE TRIBE 
& JAMES GOSS WITH ART BY MIKE DOWLING 


| saved you. Just in the nick of time.” He turned to 
а woman with frizzy hair and a sour expression. “See? 
It can be done. Just for once we got lucky and saved 
someone from the Rift. It's a good day, Suzie.” 

The woman glared down at the man on the 
ground, unconvinced. “Really, Jack? 

What about my wife?” demanded the man. 

566?” said Suzie. 

Jacks face fell 

She went through before me. 
‘Did you save her, too?” 

Jack's face became a mask. “We were too late. I'm 
sorry.” He said the words like a catchphrase he'd 
used too often, turning on his heel as he spoke 
Wipe him, Suzie.” His voice was flat as he walked 
away. He suddenly looked like he couldn't get away 
quickly enough. Like he wanted to get away before 
the crying started. 

Suzie carried on looking down at the man on the 
ground, dispassionately, She held out a pill to him. 
I could give you this,” she said. “It'd help.” The man 
stared at her, not following a word. "I could,” she 
repeated. “But I'm not going to." She pocketed the 
pill. “Call it an experiment.” 

She walked away and left him curled up on 
the kerb. 


the man said 


Seven days to the Glory 

Gwen found a parking space without any trouble and 
eased herself out of the big black car. IL was very 
arge for one person. She couldn't quite work out why 
she'd need a giant SUV for just her. Surely a Smart car 
would be more useful? She was just thankful that it 
had been so easy to park right in the city centre. And 
оп a Saturday, too 

She found Andy in the café easily. No wait for 
a table, he'd said, which was good. Normally the place 
was crowded with prams and shopping bags. But not 
this morning. A single girl helped out behind the 
counter as a few lone shoppers sipped at their drinks. 

Gwen sipped her drink while Andy pulled out 
a folder and placed it on the table, fingering the plastic 
cover, but not really ready to talk about its contents. 
Asilence settled between them. 

Eventually, she turned back to Andy. “Do you think 
I'm mad?” 

А pause. 

“Not mad, no.” Andy's voice slipped into the 
soothing tones he used coaxing drunks to go home. 

Uh-huh,” Gwen said tightly. “It's like | woke ир 
опе morning and the world was wrong. | work for 
Torchwood, right? Just me. Gwen Cooper. All on my 
own. In a massive secret underground base. Just me. 
Saving Cardiff all by myself. That's odd, isn’t it? Don’t 
you think it's ода? 

Andy looked at her. “You do it very well, 
Gwen. What's the matter? Are you having a crisis 
of confidence?” 

Gwen didn't look away from him, just sipped her 
coffee, staring at him until he crumbled. “Come on. It 
can't be right. Can it? | can’t even remember how 
\ stopped being а police constable and started working 
for Torchwood. And neither can Rhys.” 

Wel said Andy uncertainly. "You were 
transferred, weren't you? Recruited." 

By who?" Gwen nearly shouted. A nearby mother 
looked up from shushing her baby. "It's wrong, Andy. 
I shouldn't be doing this job on my own." 

“Are you offering me a job?" Gwen, alarmed, saw 
the hope in Andy's eyes. 

No,” she said а little too firmly. “ No, | need you 
where you are, Andy." She picked up the folder. 
Helping me out with things | need to know." y 
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"There's nothing in there,” said Andy quietly. 

Gwen dropped the folder. “But there must be! 
Something is wrong with Cardiff. | think its the Rift." 

“It's just..." Andy looked outside at a lone shopper 
wandering into Primark. “No one has gone missing 
since Easter. Relax, Gwen,” he smiled. “I don't think 
your “Rift” is taking anyone away.” 

Gwen flicked through the folder and didn’t look 
up. “No опе?“ 

“Nope,” said Andy placidly. 

“Nobodys gone missing at all" Gwen was 
thoughtful. “Isn't that a bit wrong? No kids running 
away? Nothing like that?” 

“No,” said Andy, frowning slightly. 

^| think people are still going missing,” said Gwen. 
"Something is covering up its tracks very well." 

Andy laughed a little, disbelieving. "So now you're 
saying that no evidence of spookiness is even better 
than having evidence of spookiness..." 

“No—" began Gwen. She stopped, turning to look 
out across Queen Street. Which was very quiet for 
а Saturday. 


537 days to the Glory 
It's the dream, Gwen tells herself again. The dream of the 
two handsome men — one in a suit, the other an American 
in uniform, hands on hips. 

"Looks like a false alarm,” says the American. 

The other man is sat in a car — Gwen's car, checking 
one of the Rift monitors. What the hell is he doing in her 
car, other than sipping a plastic cup of coffee, steaming up 
the windscreen 

“Jack, there was definitely a Rift spike within yards of 
you. Can you see anyone?” 

“Not so much as a stray cat. lanto Jones, are you 
throwing me another surprise birthday party?” 

“Might be,” says the other тап, rechecking the 
readings. “The spike's consistent with someone being 
pushed through." 

“т looking for a girl in a really big cake right now." 

"Anything?" 

“Not even a really small cake. Only thing I've seen on 
this street was а couple of lovebirds getting home from 
what must've been one helluva party. One hand holding 
her up, опе hand fiddling with his house-keys. | love how 
flexible human beings can be.” 

“Not them, then.” 

“Unlikely. The Rift doesn't tend to drop people off 
outside their front door.” 

The heroic soldier turns on his heel and walks ашау. 
“НИ keep looking,” he says. “Maybe get up higher so | can 
see a bit more.” 

The man in the car shakes his head, smiling fondly. 
“You'll be on a roof, then.” 

Gwen woke up. 

Who the hell were they? 


The Day of the Glory 
The stadium was fuller than on match day, the crowds 
spilling from the stands and across the pitch, all of 
them there to hear Simon speak. Не no longer felt 
nervous, just elated. A weaker man would have felt 
pride, but Simon just felt complete. 

“Good evening!” he said 

The crowd shouted back. 

“I'm going to talk to you about Loss and Hope,” he 
told them. 

The assembled people hushed, then a quiet 
muttering started up. It sounded like a gathering of 
excited bees. 

“And tonight you will ай во through... to the Glory!” 

The crowd cheered; and Simon had never 
felt happier. 
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444 days to the Glor 
Gwen dreams again. Dreams of а соску guy striding 
across a roof with a nervous Japanese woman. They're 
heading towards а man trembling on the edge of a multi- 
storey car park. The rain falls heavily around them. 

"Don't come any closer, please,” begs the man. 

“Hey,” says the woman soothingly. "It's OK. I'm 
Toshiko and this is Owen. We're here to help.” 

“Yeah, look how friendly we are,” says the guy, all 
easy-going charm. “We're good-looking. We have 
umbrellas. What's your name?” 

“Bryn. Now go away,” wails the man. Нез sobbing. 

“We know what's happened to you,” says the guy 
called Owen, King of the Weevils 

“Whoa!” thinks Gwen. "Where did that come from?” 

“You've just come back through something called the 


Rift" Owen tells Bryn calmly. “I can't explain exactly 
what it is... but it does this. It takes people from Cardiff. 
And then it brings some of them back. You're one of the 
lucky ones.” 

“Lucky?” shouts Bryn furiously. “Lucky? He promised 
me heaven! He told me if | went through—" 

“He?” asks Toshiko, her tone reassuring, but the man 
continues, his voice hysterical. 

“Where are the angels? Where is the Glory?” he shouts 
up at the sky. “Is this it?” 

‘And then he steps off the edge of the roof. 

Gwen woke up again. It was the middle of the night 
and she felt cold and scared and very much alone. 
193 days to the Glory 
“For | have seen the Coming of the Glory!” cried Simon. 


^ WE ALL GO THROUGH 


THE STADIUM WAS FULLER THAN ON MATCH DAY, 
THE CROWDS SPILLING FROM THE STANDS. ALL 
OF THEM WERE THERE TO HEAR SIMON SPEAK. 


It was а busy day. There was a sale on and the 
queues were already snaking round the shopping 
centre. It was little wonder that nobody paid Simon 
much attention. 

But he carried on, his voice echoing the 
mall. His low, even speech built up like a comforting 
drone against the background music, the chatter of 
shoppers, the whirr of air Conditioning. It became 
constant. Accepted. 

He saw а security guard coming towards him, her 
face set in an official look of sternness. He knew 
what she was going to say. She was going to talk to 
him of permits, of approval, of his right to be here. 
None of that mattered to him. Not when he had 3 
right to the Glory 

The security guard stopped. She listened to him 


fora moment, the creases smoothing out on her face, 
and then she joined the group of about half a dozen 
— old people, nodding, a dad with 2 pram 
kid unplugging his iPod to stare. 

As their attention fixed on him, Simon felt his 
confidence grow. Something inside him stirred. The 
Glory was coming 

ој bells ringing. 


wood Hub, the vast, empty, underground cavern 


one young 


She can see the 
ere she works — but there's people here. There's the 
тап іп the suit, and there's... Gwen Cooper. Hands over 
her ears. Yell d the smoke. 
їт in my о 
am. OK 
The man in t 


т dream," Gwen thinks. "And so 


nice suit swats sparks from a computer 


a tea towel. "Rift spike... Big one. Very big one." 


Gwen сап see he's right: the Rift Manipulator at the 
heart of the Hub is bucking, like it's trying to tear itself 
free, and for a second all of Torchwood shakes. Gwen 
hears the pteranodon give a shriek of protest from the 

tant ceiling. 

The handsome American comes bounding in. 
he barks, “I don't know what's going on, but the Weevils 
are curled up screaming. 

It's the Rift, Jack,” the man called lanto says. 

1 know it's the damn Rift, but what's it doing?" 

‘Dunno. 


anto! 


Smoke is leaking out of lanto's computer 
like something at the heart of Torchwood is on fire. “Best 
guess? Something bad." 

Jack rolls his eyes. "Oh, really?" 

"How about "Something very bad"? 

Gwen has had enough. "I've pinpointed a location,” + 
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JACK BRABBED IANTO. “DON'T LET GO OF ME” 


ΗΕ SAID. THEN THE LIGHT SPREAD ROUND 
THEM, AND BURNT THEM QUT ПЕ THE WORLD. 


she yells as the Manipulator roars again, and the 
+ Hub lurches. 

"Where?" demands Jack. 

The man called lanto fights his way to a working 
monitor and hits it. A map of Cardiff swims up onto 
it, pulses, splits apart, and then the screen flares out. 
"St David's shopping centre,” he calls, ^I think something 
"really odd is about to come through.” 

"Already starting the car." The American is running 
from the room. 

In the shopping centre, a small crowd had 
gathered around Simon. At least a dozen. Not his 
best, not his worst. He let his voice just flow, words 
coming out with barely any thought. He just 
concentrated on the feeling bubbling through his 
body, like champagne. 

“Do you want the Glory?" 

“Yes!” cried the shoppers, grinning with rapture. 

“Well then I have good news. The Glory I'm talking 
about is not in the future. | ат offering you the Glory 
today, Now.” 

They arrive at the shopping centre, Like they've 
always worked together - Gwen, Jack and lanto. 
A team. All around them is the typical madness of 
Saturday shopping — people bustling around doorways 
and pick “n” тік stalls avoiding mobile phone 
salesmen and clustering around а performance artist. 
Or... а preacher? Anyway, nothing around here looks 

„ like a complicated space-time event. 

“1 give you the Glory!” shouted Simon. As he raised 
his hands, the air above him parted in light and wind. 

The man called Jack runs towards the small crowd, 
cowed by the light tearing the air. 

“Stop!” he shouts. “Get back — you're in incredible 
danger!" 

Silhouetted by the light behind him, Simon spreads his 
arms wider and smiles at him benignly. “I am letting them 
through. | am saving them. It's a good day, Jack.” 

Тһе Rift opening wraps itself around the preacher like 
ап embrace. Light pours from his mouth and eyes. 

“How is he not dead?” asks Gwen. 

No one moves, The light is too bright. The wind is like 
stepping too close to the edge of a cliff. 

Oblivious, the Preacher carries on talking. 1 ат 
become the Word made Flesh,” he gasps. “You know the 
Glory took my wife, Jack, But it brought her back to me. 
My angel returned from the Glory.” 

‘And then he seems to vanish for a moment. The Rift 
splits apart around him, so bright that the entire shopping 
centre lights up. 

“It looks wrong,” says Jack, his eyes watering. Нез 
rooted to the spot. “Something's wrong with the Rift.” 

"It's changed,” whispers lanto. “It's a different shape..." 

“Come, my children!” Simor's voice boomed from 
the brightness. He stepped forward, gesturing to the 
flock gathered around him. “See the Glory! See, it 
smiles on you! You may all go through.” 

А lone voice echoed him happily: “Ме all 
go through.” 
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The small crowd gathered round Simon took up 
the chant. “We all go through. We all go through. We 
all go through.” 

They pressed forward, walking in single file into 
the light. 

When the burning jaw snapped shutand vanished, 
there was no trace of the small crowd. There was only 
Simon, standing in the middle of the shopping centre, 
his hands folded, smiling calmly. 

„Не glanced round at nearby shoppers, blinking 
as if waking from some shared reverie. He watched 
slyly ав people wandered into shops, stopped to 
gossip, queued for smoothies... He nodded happily 
to himself. 

“Yes. One day | shall show you all the Glory.” 

Standing in front of him were the three people 
from Torchwood. 

“Hello,” said Simon to Jack. "Can I help you?" 

Jack looked at him, almost annoyed at the 
distraction. “Ah... no, not really, sir. Thanks. Just 
browsing.” He shook his head, confused, and then 
turned back to lanto and Gwen. 

Left alone, Simon nodded to them and walked 
slowly away. 

Gwen woke up again, reaching for Rhys. What had 
she just seen? Why couldn't she remember... No, 
suddenly their names were lost to her again. Rhys 
rolled over, half-asleep and looked at her, smiling 
serenely. 

Gwen sat up in bed, blinking. 


Four days to the Glory 
Andy's flat was tidier than Gwen remembered. She 
was sat at Andy's kitchen table while he dished up 
spag bol. Rhys was on his second beer already. 

Andy passed her a plate, still talking away. “We've 
been through all this, Gwen, honestly. уе spent hours 
in the files. And for why?” 

“Because SHE asked you to, mate.” Rhys waggled 
an expansively disapproving beer bottle at Gwen. “I've 
told you, love, time to move on, just leave it alone.” 
He sat back and beamed. 

Gwen started counting quietly to herself. 

“There aren't any missing people,” Andy insisted, 
“The computer says No.” 

“Then the computer's wrong.” Gwen wrapped the 
spaghetti around her fork. “Come on, Andy — we can 
all see it. The Bay's like a ghost town, yeah?" 

Andy looked uncertain. “It's the recession,” 
he mumbled. 

Rhys belched. “Hardly anyone goes out on the lash 
any more.” 

Gwen looked at him gratefully. “It's more than 
that. Not so many people. Fewer hen nights. It's even 
quiet down Chippie Alley on a Friday." 

“These are all good things.” Andy stared at 
his plate. 

“Not if people are... going missing somehow." 

“But theyre not, are they?" Andy looked up, tired. 


4 don't know, Gwen. | mean, there's no proof. 
Nothing for me to tell people." 

Gwen wanted to explain — about the people she 
dreamed she worked with, of the strange things she'd 
seen. Of how she was scared to go and stand in that 
giant, empty Hub, ticking away to itself. 

Instead, she went to the bathroom. It seemed 
easier than shouting. That was the thing with Andy. 
Solid, dependable Andy. No imagination. Never 
changing. She washed her hands, noticing he'd got 
some posh soap in. Her eye caught something 
reflected in the bathroom mirror. A neat little squad of 
shampoos and conditioners and moisturisers ranged 
alongside the shower curtain. 

She went back to the kitchen. Rhys and Andy were 
talking but stopped when she walked in. She smiled. 
“Hey, Andy, you got a girlfriend?” she said. 

Andy looked at her, genuinely puzzled. “No,” he 
said. "Why?" 

“Оһ come on...” began Gwen. And then she saw it 
for the first time. The fourth place laid at the table. 


"| couldn't tell him,” said Gwen on the ride home. 
“1 теа! iow could |?” 

Rhys looked out of the window. "Are you sure?" 

“Of course I'm sure,” Gwen pulled up roughly at 
a traffic light, absently noting the lights from the 
Millennium Centre glinting in her wing mirror. “But 
how long has he had a girlfriend? We probably 
knew her. Had nights out with her. Laughed at her 
dress sense, whatever. And she's gone. We can't 
remember her. Just little traces of her leff, like 
а smudge on a glass.” 

Rhys was quiet as they drove home. “I'm scared,” һе 
said eventually: “Scared because you're never wrong,” 

Gwen looked at him and smiled. 


537 days to the Glory 
The door banged open, the key as stiff as ever. 

“You'll never oil it,” gasped Elwyn, heavy in his 
arms as he carried her through. 

"It's OK, baby, it's OK," said Simon. The sofa was 
too far, so he sat her at the dining table, her figure 
falling back against the chair. "Ive got you back, ње 
got you back, that's all that matters.” 

Elwyn's eyes focused on him with difficulty, her 
breathing ragged 

“You get your breath back,” said Simon, He wanted 
to kiss her, but he couldn't find any skin that wasn't 
blistered and raw. Seemingly oblivious, he went to the 
kitchen, hurrying back a moment later. “Ive put the 
kettle on, but there’s wine if you want that.” 

Elwyn nodded, wearily. "Don't feel too good...” 

"I know, | know," babbled Simon. “You're tired. 
You're tired. We'll have a drink, good night's sleep 
and ther, if you're still feeling rough we'll go down 
the doctor's tomorrow. They've got a new GP at the 
surgery, Dr Strong. Nice bloke, but he's always late. 
Old Tripti's moved on.” » 
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Elwyn made ап effort to follow his voice. 

“Oh, you've missed so much," said Simon, patting 
her fragile skin. And he talked on, hugging her and 
telling her of everything that had happened since 
she'd been away. He didn't notice when she shut her 
eyes and rested her head against his shoulder. He 
didn't even notice when she stopped breathing. 

He just talked. 


479 days to the Glory 
“I've lost my daughter." 

Simon looked the woman in the eye and nodded. 
“We've all lost someone. That's what unites us.” Не 
smiled at her. "But | can make that pain go. | can heal 
the loss,” 

The woman looked as though she was about to 
hurry away back to her shopping, but instead she 
made her mind up and stood there, leaning against 
her tartan shopping basket. Listening to him. 

It was a Saturday, and Simon felt himself jostled by 
the passers-by. Some kid kept trying to hand him 
a flyer fora mobile phone. Deep inside he wanted to 
go home, back to Elwyn. But he didn't want to tell her 
he'd failed. Instead һе fixed the old lady with а warm 
smile and talked to her. It felt good. And the more he 
talked, the more people gathered round him. All of 
them wanting to hear about the Glory. 

336 days to the Glory 
In her dreams, Gwen is standing outside a house with 
Jack. And it stinks. 

"Should you be doing that?" she asks the nervous guy 
in protective clothing. 

A badge says his name is Hughie. He flicks the 
cigarette stub away into the bushes and shrugs in one 
careless gesture. "I'm in Environmental Health, luv. I'm all. 
about dog shit and damp, and | don't give a toss about the 
state of my lungs. Smoking helps deaden the sense of 
smell — trust me, comes in handy." 

There is nothing special about the house. It's just one 
of many slightly shabby two-up-two-downs on a dull 
street in Roath. But there is definitely a smell hanging 
around it. 

"Residence of Mr..." Hughie checks a notebook. “Мг 
Simon Peters and his wife Elwyn. Neighbour complained 
about the smell, so along | toddled. One whiff and | called 
you in.” He knocked at the door. “Smelt just like that 
Weevil pit where we first met." 

“Oh yeah." Jack pulls a face. “But I'm not sure this is 
Weevils... It’s а bit...” He gestures. "There's a kind of 
horsey tang to them." Не nods to Gwen and they kick the 
door open, guns drawn. They step inside then quickly 
stagger back, coughing. 

“Told you,” says Hughie, lighting another cigarette. 

“Not Weevils,” says Jack eventually. 

He and Gwen stand in the living room staring at the 
body of the dead woman sat neatly at the table. 

Gwen shakes her head. "Normally it's а pensioner 
who's been dead a fortnight... but this is..." 

“Months,” says Jack. 

“People in their... well, I'm guessing 30s... they aren't 
left dead for years. Surely?" Gwen continues to stare. 

Jack shakes his head. "She's not been left." He points. 
"The food's fresh, and someone been combing her hair.” 

Gwen thinks about that, then makes to run from 
the room. 

Her way is blocked by а man, Standing in the 
doorway. Staring at them. “What are you doing here?” he 
shouts, “Leave us alone.” 

Jack walks over to the man — tall, sad-faced, bearded. 
He grasps him by the shoulders and stares into his eyes. 
“Sorry,” he says gently, “but it’s time we... it's time we 
took your wife away.” He pauses. “You know that, yes?” 


The man pushes against Jack, but can't make an 
impression. “You can't do that!” he says. "You can't. She's 
ту angel. | won't let you take her away from me!” He 
struggles in Jack's arms. 

Gwen just watches in horror. 

Gwen woke up. She got out of bed and stood at 
the window, waiting for the central heating to come 
оп. For the sun to rise. To see how many people were 
left in the city. 


Three days to the Glory 
“Hey, Yvonne! It's Gwen, Gwen Cooper.” 

“Hello, stranger!” Yvonne looked around the 
police station before continuing to talk into her 
headset. “Andy out to lunch, is he? What do you want 
this time? What's going on?” 

“Trouble.” 

“Really?” Yvonne was as dry as ever. “What's 
happening down at Torchwood, then?” 


“Well... | don't know." 
“You don't know?" 
“No” 


“Oh my God..." Despite herself, Yvonne's eyes 
widened. 

“tts... OK... | just need you to look something up 
for me. | just need someone to tell me I'm not mad...” 
Gwen paused. “| need someone to tell me I'm right. 
You see, | think something's up. Something's wrong 
with Cardiff..." 


502 days to the Glory 

I was pissing it down. Gwen felt the water in her 
shoes with every step. She was pretty much running 
full pelt towards a shop – any shop — the rain stinging 
her eyes, soaking through her clothes. As she ran, 
she noticed a man standing on a little box. He was 
preaching to no one, his voice drowned out by the 
deluge. Poor man, thought Gwen, hurrying into a 
card shop for shelter. Just another harmless nutter 
stuck on the streets... 


Three days to the Glory 
"OK," said Yvonne after a very long silence. 

Gwen realised shed been holding her breath. 
“What?” 

"Well, | think you're on to something.” Yvonne 
paged back and forth across the screen, just to make 
sure she'd not gone crackers. No, the facts were there. 
Gwen Cooper was right. j 

“| am?" The relief in Gwen's voice was audible. 

"Yeah... Look, it's weird. There's nothing showing 
up as classified, there are no signs of any files being 
tampered with, but Cardiff is... wrong." 

“Уез, but wrong how?" Gwen stared around the 
Hub, at the banks and banks of computer screens, all 
telling her nothing. At the Rift Monitor, as silent as the 
grave. She shivered. 

“Its weird. Its like, over the last couple of years 
someone somewhere got their sums wrong. Too 
many flats built that nobody moved in to, too many 
shopping centres, new roads being built with not 
enough cars on them... Gwen, there's real jobs going 
atthe job centres. Cardiff is too big." 

“Or too smal 

“What?” said Yvonne. 

“Not enough people" Gwen murmured. She 
sipped her coffee and wondered for a moment why it 
didn't taste quite right. "Not enough people..." She 
trailed off, staring at the deserted street on the CCTV. 
Then she glanced down at the phone in her hand, 
puzzled, not seeming to notice the tinny voice calling 
her name from it. Gwen Cooper shook her head, 
dispelling a fading thought, and hung up. 
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502 days to the Glory 

The rain had stopped. Gwen emerged from the 
card shop clutching an unwanted notebook and 
some paperclips. 

The preacher was still there. He hadn't moved. 
He was still talking away. Asmall crowd had gathered 
around him. He had a great voice, real old-fashioned 
chapel. Gwen thought about lingering, but checked 
her watch and realised she was late for Rhys. Again. 
She hurried away. 


The Day of the Glory 
Rhys upended the bottle. "There you go." 

Gwen lifted the wineglass to her lips. “Its been 
3 crap day. No lectures.” 

“Promise,” said Rhys. “Get as drunk as you want. 
I won't lay a finger on you” 

Gwen laughed and hugged him. 

“Tell me all about it,” he said. He'd got home from 
а knackering shift to find Gwen sitting at the kitchen 
table in tears. This is it, he'd thought. Her hormone 
bomb's gone off. 

But it wasn't that. It was somehow sadder 
and worse. 

"Something's very wrong. And we keep forgetting 
what it is," Gwen told him. 

“What's wrong?" 

She laughed through her tears and punched him 
on the arm. "Thats the problem, stupid. 1 can't 
remember. WE can't remember. | keep...” She held up. 
а pad. "I wrote something down here... and it's gone. 
But | know | wrote something there." 

Rhys looked at the pad: “Beans, lemons, pasta, 
milk, bog roll.” 

Gwen snatched it out of his hand. “Not the 
shopping. Something else. Something important.” 

She slugged down the wine, feeling heady from it 
already. She giggled. “You know what? I'd kill fora fag, 
right now.” 

“Gwen, you don't smoke,” said Rhys. “You sure 
you're not overworking? You know, down in that 
place, on your own..." 

"That's the problem!" cried Gwen. “It's not how it's 
supposed to be. | can remember... in my dreams... 
1 am supposed to work with really hot men.” She 
caught Rhys's look. “I ат ποῖ making it up,” she 
sighed. “Bloody wish | was.” She groaned in frustration. 
“Its like when someone slipped me some Retcon 
before | joined Torchwood. it's like that but... bigger, 
somehow. | know there's something wrong with the 
world around us. Something very wrong. But | keep, 
forgetting what it is.” 

“Right,” said Rhys. “Shall | make us some tea? 
Carbonara? Take your mind off it” He kissed her on 
the nose, stood up and went to the cupboards. 

“No spaghetti,” called Gwen. "Or beans, ог: 
lemons, or milk.” She giggled. “Or bog roll. Sorry.” 

Rhys groaned and headed for а takeaway menu. 
Gwen's phone rang, and he picked it up and glanced 
at the screen. "Andy Davidson," he told her. “Shall | tell 
him you're taken?” 

“Give it here, Rhys.” Gwen grabbed the phone. 
“Hey, Andy. What's occurring?” 

"Gwen!" Andy was shouting over a noise like the 
roaring of wasps. “Gwen! | had to phone you. Just to 
say you were wrong. Thank goodness.” 

“Wrong about what?” asked Gwen. 

“About Cardiff being empty.” 

RIGHT. That was it. Of course. The world tilted. 
How could she have forgotten? Cardiff was empty. 

- "What do you mean?” 

“Well, Gwen, Ym at the stadium. And its full. 

Packed out, itis. Thousands and thousands of us.” > 
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“Really?” Gwen felt relieved. “What are you doing 
there? Is there a concert on?” 

“Nah,” said Andy. "There's some bloke. He's a kind 
of preacher, apparently. He's supposed to be dead 
good. My neighbour said | should come along. Ive 
never really... bit of a sceptic me, but she swears by 
him... You should” 

The crowd roared, drowning out Andy's voice, and 
then the signal went 

Gwen snapped the phone shut and stood სი. 

“Ive remembered," she shouted triumphantly at 
Rhys, "That's it! The people going missing. Cardiff's too 
big. Come on, you," she grabbed his arm. “We've got 
to get to the stadium.” 

Rhys was dragged out of the door. 


20 days to the Glory 

Captain Jack Harkness shook his head. He and lanto. 
were standing in an empty church. He had the vaguest 
of memories that it had been full а moment earlier. It 
was like a tiny itch in his brain 

A figure stepped out from behind the pulpit. 

“Hello again, Jack,” said the man, a smile on his 
bearded face. "lanto." 

“You... know our names?" Jack's voice was thick 

“Oh yes,” said Simon. “We've met several times. 
Some bad days. Some good days.” 

“Really?” lanto tried to keep his eyes open. He 
squinted at Simon, having difficulty keeping him 
in focus. 

Simon chuckled, his laugh warm. “Don't fight it, 
lanto. Гат rewriting time. That's what you told me last 
time, anyway, Jack. You can't stop it. It's already 
happened." 

Jack tried to take a step closer to Simon, but 
his feet hardly moved. lanto grunted, staggering 
slightly. 

“I have you to thank for all this." Simon spread his 
arms. “You showed me the Glory in the first place. 
Three years ago, the Glory came to take me. It took ту 
Elwyn and then it reached for me. But you...” He 
smiled, radiantly. “Torchwood were there. You held on 
to my leg, and you pulled me out. But not before | had 
been baptised, bathed in the Glory. It blessed me. It 
chose me for its work. Since then, the Glory has come 
whenever | have summoned it.” 

“No...” said Jack, thickly. “You... were exposed to 
it... wasn't quick enough. Your "Glory"... it's called the 
Rift... You're Soaked in Rift energy. That's how you're 
opening it. Like a magnet.” 

“As | said. | am baptised in the Glory.” 

“There is no Glory,” snapped Jack. “You're sending 
those people to Hell.” 

“What people, Jack?" asked Simon, smiling calmly. 
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“1... uh...” Jack looked at lanto, desperately, and 
then around him at the empty Church of Saint 
Bartholomew, and then back at Simon, faltering 
under the man’s calm gaze. He blinked 

The air around them started to shimmer, fingers 
of light stretching through and wrapping around them 
both. lanto cried out. Jack shut his eyes, feeling 
himself stagger. 

Simon's voice was gently mocking. "Jack and lanto, 
1 will even save you. The Glory has come for you." 

lanto, blind, fell against Jack. "What's happening?" 
he cried. 

Jack, his уоке slurring, grabbed hold of lanto, 
tightly. "Don't let go of me,” he said. 

The light spread around them, and burnt them out 
of the world. 

Seconds later, Simon stood in an empty church. 
“You're wrong, Jack.” He shook his head in gentle 
admonishment. “1 have saved all of them. 

And the world forgot all about Jack Harkness and 
lanto Jones. 


The Day of the Glory 
Normally, it was а nightmare getting to the stadium 
but traffic was light, especially for a Saturday. There 
was even a parking space right outside. Gwen and 
Rhys ran in through а doorway. No one was around 
to ask for a ticket or anything. They just went 
straight into the stadium, to be instantly deafened 
by the shouts of the crowd. 

It was the first time Rhys had ever stood on the 
pitch, and һе felt overawed. The stadium was huge, 
stretching over and around them, beyond the range 
of his focus. He wondered if he should get glasses 
soon — once everything had settled down and was. 
back to normal, if there was such a thing. Cos 
standing in a massive crowd in a rugby stadium 

certainly wasn't normal. 
She rang Andys phone over 
and over, and eventually it was 
answered. She struggled to 
hear his and finally 
bellowed into the phone: “Just 
wave, Andy — WAVE!" 
A few moments later, 
she and Rhys were grabbing 
hold of a waving arm. Gwen 
hugged Andy. "Oh, Andy, it's 
so good to see you,” she 
said. "Sorry it took so long 
Had to pick up something 
from work. | was worried 
you might have gone." 
Andy scratched his head. 
"Gone where?" 

“Just gone" Gwen 
shrugged, feeling some of 
the tension leaving her. 


voice, 


"What's happening?" 

"Oh." Andy frowned slightly. “Well, this bloke 
comes out on that stage. Called Simon. And he talks. 
quite nicely. But т a bit far back, so... Well, you know 
what it's like. All right for some. I've been fighting ту 
way to the front, but nothing doing. | came here once 
for those Manic Street Preachers, and—" 

"We've got to get jhere." Gwen pointed to the 
stage in the distance. 

“I have tried, Gwen, I've tried. Too many people. 

“Not a problem, mate,” said Rhys. “We've got 
а secret weapon.” He turned to Gwen. “Faint,” 
he ordered. 

Without hesitation, Gwen cried out and dropped 
to the ground. 

Rhys grabbed her. "Give us a hand, mate,” һе 
yelled to Andy. He turned to the crowd and roared, 
“Peanut allergy! Get her some air!” 

Startled, the crowd parted like the Red Sea, as 
the uniformed policeman and Rhys, playing the 
distressed husband to perfection, passed Gwen up 
onto the stage. 

As Rhys bellowed “Call a doctor!” a figure strode 
onto the stage. It stood over Gwen and shook its head. 
“I don’t think so, Gwen.” 

‘She frowned. “Have we met?” 

Simon nodded. “On several good days.” 

“You're... the preacher...” Gwen was struggling 
to get up. 

“You remember,” said Simon. “The Glory allows 
you to remember.” 

“Just a bit,” said Gwen, raising herself slowly onto 
her elbows and pulling something out her pocket. 
“Enough to stop you. This helps.” She shook the 
portable Rift Manipulator. “You're so full of Rift 
energy, you're off the scale,” she said. “You can open 
and close it around you, you can change reality with 
a single thought... And look at what you've done...” 
She waved at the crowd. “Look at what you've done 
to my city.” 

Simon shook his head, smiling. “I gave them 
the Glory.” 

And the Rift tore open behind him. 


The crowd surged forward, chanting. “We all go 
through... We all go through... We all go through...” 

The Rift spread across the stage, welcoming 
everyone in. 


Gwen Cooper stood there alone. Once it would have 
been OK. Once she'd have had them with her. All 
those friends she was starting to remember - Owen, 
Tosh and lanto. And Jack. All there alongside her, 
hands full of guns and gadgets. But not today. 

Today she was on her own. Gwen Cooper had lost 
so much, and so much more was at stake. 

She looked up into the brightness. 

She knew that at any moment she'd shut her eyes, 
but not now. As it swooped down on her, Gwen stared 
into the Rift, defying IL 


Nina Rogers had been feeling lost for she didn't 
know how long. An odd, aching emptiness, the 
strangest feeling that something vital was missing 
from her life. So here she was, standing in front of 
the stage at the stadium, pinching herself, cursing 
her gullibility — how could she ever have thought 
that freaky preacher was the answer? If this bunch 
hadn't turned up... The big bloke seemed а bit 
stressed, but she quite liked the look of that copper. 
Where had she seen them all before? Her focu 
shifted to the REALLY familiar woman 

The woman was standing in front of a giant 
whirlpool of bright light, which seemed somehow to 
be pulling at her clothes. Her hair streamed in front of 
her, and she was fighting to keep her balance 

Promising herself a skivy afternoon in the pub 
with Jess if she got out of this, Nina decided this 
might, after all, be a good time to start praying. 


“STOPI” bellowed Gwen. No one paid any attention 
to her. She stared at the Rift Manipulator. It was 
crackling like a Geiger counter, but it was doing 
nothing. She twisted it, cursed at it, even prayed to it 
Nothing — except the crowd surging forward, forward 
into the light. 

Simon stood to one side, smiling at her. A leer of 
sickening satisfaction as the people of Cardiff walked 
out of the world. A smirk that Gwen couldn't bear to 
look at any more. Е 

So she hit him. Hit him with the Rift Manipulator. 

The explosion knocked her off her feet, and it felt 
like lights went off all around the world 

Everything was quiet in the darkness. 

Simon launched himself at her, screaming. The 
preachers face was pressed against hers, and she felt 
his tears on her cheek. 

Then Rhys and Andy lifted him away from her, and 
Gwen sat down on the stage, surrounded by thousands 
of baffied people. 

Rhys crouched down, looking into her eyes, 
tidying up her hair, grinning at her. 

Gwen breathed out, very slowly. “Үт ОК“ she 
said. "We're OK." 

Rhys hugged her. "How?" he asked. 

“Dunno,” she said. She held up the Rift 
Manipulator. It was charred and cracked, like it had 
shorted out. “But it worked.” She inhaled, the air 
feeling different. Better. "Cant you feel it, Rhys? 
Everything's ‘changed. Somehow... 1 can tell the 
world's different. Can't you? I'm starting to remember 
them all. Torchwood, Jack and lanto. They're all gone, 
aren't they?” 

Rhys stared at her, blankly. “Sorry, love...? 

Gwen looked around at the stage. There was no 
sign of Simon. 

Andy bounded over, grinning. “All these people, 
he laughed. “You've saved them all. Oh, Gwen, you are 
bloody magnificent!” 

Gwen looked around the stadium, suddenly cold. 


А worry tugged at her mind. Andy had said it was 
packed. But the stadium was nowhere near full now. 


Three days after the Glory 
There were just two people on Flat Holm island. 

“Its all right, Gwen. ! don't have a gun,” said 
Simon. He spread out his hands. Picked out by Gwen's 
torch, he looked like a painting οἵ a martyr. He smiled 
at her patiently. “I knew you'd come here. | knew 
you'd come and try to prevent me. But you're too late. 
Such a holy place! Ive already sent everyone here 
through into the Glory, weeks ago. The light is stronger 
than the darkness. 

Gwen didn't say anything. She just stared at him. 

Simon talked on. "Here we are. Сей 34“ He 
gestured to her, inviting, 

Gwen spoke finally. "And why have you come 
here, Simon?" 

"То get my reward," he said simply. 

"Your reward?" 

Simon nodded. "Oh yes. I've led so many people 
into the Glory, and now it's my turn. Despite you." His 
smile stretched. "Ive been told that the Glory will 
open опе last time. Just for me. III not be left behind. 
1 will go through.” 

"How many others have already gone through?" 
asked Gwen. She tried not to sound angry. It was too 
late for that. But she looked at him and she shivered. 

Simon shrugged. “I don't know, my child. Since my 
baptism... just don’t know. | just knew it was my duty 
to rescue them from this hopeless world, to send 
them somewhere better. | gave them peace. And it 
was 50 easy to just think the world better, to make 
everyone forget. The tiniest thought.” 

Gwen held her breath fora moment. “Can you get 
them back?" 

“Why would I want to? 1 have given them Glory!" 
Simon grinned at her. "You can try and stop me, but 
you won't. III make you forget | was here. I've done 
that before. Or perhaps the time has come for you to 
feel the Glory, Gwen Cooper." He paused, smiling as 
he considered it. "Maybe you'd like to come through?" 
Gently but firmly, he stepped into the cell. He took in 
an exultant lungful of the cold, damp air and stared ир 
at the ceiling. “It's coming,” he said. "Change your 
mind, Gwen. Join me. am ready. 

Right," said Gwen. "And now..." She slammed the 
cell door shut. “I've come to show you the Glory” 

Simon shrieked like a trapped animal. “What is 
this? 

“This is me.” Gwen met his gaze through the bars. 

1 spread the rumours of the return of the Glory. | 
lured you here. There is no more Glory. The Rift 
Manipulator has sealed your little pocket universe, or 
whatever it was. And... if it hasn't, then you are a very 
dangerous man.” 

Simon took a step back, looked wildly around the 
cell, and roared. “The Glory will come! The Glory will 
come! You will all go through!" 


WE ALL 60 THROUGH 


Gwen shook her head. “I am the last person to 
remember what you did. Jack, lanto... All those 
people you lured to their deaths... АП of them 
forgotten. You've killed and you've killed, and 
nobody remembers any of your victims.” She 
paused, and held up a little white pill. “And, in a few 
minutes, nobody will remember what happened 
to you.” 

She swallowed the pill and walked away. 


The boat sailed away. Flat Holm island was deserted 
once more. 


Gwen's little boat pulled into the harbour. It was 
a chilly morning. She shivered, climbed out and 
started to walk up, alone and sad, towards the 
opera house, the fountain, and the secret entrance 
to the Torchwood Hub. Hers and hers alone now. 
She stood on the invisible lift, and it descended 
slowly, taking Gwen Cooper down to work 


Gwen stepped off the lift and stared. The air in front 
of her was rippling. Suddenly, in front of her stood 
Jack and lanto, holding each other ever so tightly. 
They were screaming. The screaming gradually died 
way as the pair took in their surroundings. 

Jack smiled. “Told you we'd get out, lanto. Just 
had to hold onto me — this kept us safe.” He nodded 
towards the vortex manipulator strapped to his 
wrist. “Did you miss us?” He turned to Gwen and 
grinned breezily. “Pocket universe. Nasty. It's been 
the longest five minutes of my life.” 

lanto stared around, at the dusty, cold Hub, at 
Gwen's shocked face. “Jack,” he said softly, “I think 
it's been a bit longer than five minutes...” 


The three of them stood in the Hub. Together again. 
lanto had cleaned the coffee machine and was 
wondering who would break the silence. 

It was Jack. He’d been going through the files, 
quietly impressed. “You've been dealing with all this 
on your own?” he asked. 

Gwen shrugged. “I didn’t know any better.” She 
sipped her coffee and realised how much she'd 
missed it tasting like this. 

“You are remarkable, Gwen Cooper, never forget 
that,” said Jack, hugging her. Then his eyes 
wandered back to the computer screen, flashing in 
red. “Now then, we've got at least four things to 
look at. For a start, there’s a Weevil in Top Man, 
Mr Stewart's emailed again to say his shadow is still 
getting darker, there’s been a Rift spike on the 
Fenmere estate, and, oh no, old Mr Williams's 
hitchhiker is about to hatch.” 

lanto groaned, “Oh, poor old Mr Williams.” 

Jack nodded and managed a smile. “Hey! 
Business as usual, guys. We're Torchwood. Ready 
for anything. Looks like this is going to be quite 
a week.” 


GWEN PAUSED AND HELD UP A LITTLE WHITE 
PILL. "IN A FEW MINUTES,” SHE SAID, “NOBODY 
WILL REMEMBER WHAT HAPPENED ТО YOU.” 
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NOSTRADAMUSI ΤΗΕ TITANICI DERREN BROWNI ΤΗΕ DEVILI 
IN THE LAST EVER BEYOND THE HUB, KATE LLOYD TAKES 
A FLYING TRIP THROUGH THE REMANING WORLDS OF 
WEIRDNESS WE NEVER QUITE TO ROUND ТО... 

cur doren or sa tipe seyra me | PREGOGNITION! 

Hub, that's for sure. From tales Ah, you should have seen this one coming. 


of real-life cannibalism and Precognition is the awareness of future events, 
prehistoric survivors, usually through a dream or a vision. 


to alleged time Such an experience was had by 
travellers and fairy photos, the Gwen using both halves of the 
real world has proved just as Ghost Machine (in the episode 


weird as the Torchwood one 
— and sometimes a little 
bit weirder! 

This is the last 
Beyond The Hub, but 
that doesn't mean we've 
run out of Torchwood- 
themed strangeness to 
share with you. The show has 
touched on plenty more topics 
than we care to list, but before we claimed by many as foretelling 
go, we thought we'd cast an eye many major events since its publication 
over a few phenomena we have so far in 1555. He described “emptying my soul, 
overlooked... mind and heart of all care, worry and unease 


of the same name), while 
Gerald and Harriet saw 
something similar, courtesy 
of the Rift, at the start of 
To The Last Man. 
In real life, the most 
famous ‘seer’ of things to 
come is Nostradamus, a 16th 
Century French apothecary 
whose book of prophecies is 


through mental calm and tranquility,” to 
write Les Propheties, which has been 
credited with predicting everything 
from the Great Fire of London 


wever, such claims 
after the event, and rely on 
retrospective interpretations of 
texts th ი obscure and 
confusing — even before they 
have been translated into 
glish. The magician James 
Randi, who has dedicated 


are always 


to the terrorist attacks of 
11 September, 2001 
One of Nostradamus's 
most notorious verses is 
often cited as precognitive 
knowledge of Adolf 
Hitler and World War Two: 
Beasts mad with hunger 
will swim across rivers/Most of 


В of his life to 


debunking superstitious 
beliefs, translates the above 
uatrain very differently 

arguing that the name “Hister 

refers not er, but to 

a geographical region in the 

Danube, and that the final line сап 

obeys no law. just as easily be read as*While the » 


NOSTRADAMUS HAS BEEN CREDITED WITH 


at 


the army will be against Hister/ 
The great one shall be dragged in 
an iron cage/When the child of Germany 


PREDICTING EVERYTHING FROM THE GREAT 
FIRE OF LONDON TO THE 9/11 ATTACKS. 
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child brother observes nothing.” His point is not to 
argue a specific interpretation, but to show that 
the prophecies can be twisted to mean whatever 
you want them to. 

Far more accurate, yet never intentionally so, 
was Morgan Robertson's 1898 novella, Futility, Or 
The Wreck Of The Titan. Telling of an ocean liner 
that strikes an iceberg, the story predates the 
sinking of the Titanic by 14 years, yet bares many 
striking similarities. Where the Titanic had only 
20 lifeboats for its 3,500 passenger capacity, the 
Titan had just 24 for 3,000. Both the Titanic and 


the Titan were the largest of their kind (at 882 
feet and 800 feet respectively), and claimed as 
unsinkable. Both ships struck an iceberg in the 
North Atlantic, 400 miles from Newfoundland; and 
both sank on their maiden voyage on an April 
night, losing more than half of their 2,000-plus 
passengers. 

So, did Robertson consider himself a psychic? 
According to his contemporary, Henry 
1 Francis, yes. In an article written 
in 1915, the year of Robertson's 
death, Francis claimed that 
the author had “believed 
that some discarnate 
soul, some spirit entity 
with literary ability... had 
commandeered his 
body and brain for the 
purpose of giving to 
him the literary gems 
which made him famous. 
However, other commentators 
point out that, as an experienced 
seaman, Robertson's ability to 
predict the building of a huge ship like 
the Titanic — and its shortcomings – would 
have required no supernatural help. And what 
else would you call such a vessel, except a name 
meaning 'giant'? 

One thing's for certain, whether precognition 
exists or not, it seems guaranteed to go 
unrecognised until after ti 
than a little frustrating. 


е event, making it more 


MIND READING! 


Slightly more useful in a day-to-day world would. 
be a different mental ability: the power to read 
minds. As depicted in Greeks Bearing Gifts, 
Toshiko was able to hear the thoughts of those 
around her when she wore an alien pendant — an 
effect that eventually Became overwhelming. In 
real life, claims of telepathy are much more 
limited, and tend not to stand up to scientific 
analysis — yet a core of believers think that a device 
such as Toshiko's might well be the future of 
human communication. 

These ‘transhumanists’ argue that engineered 
telepathy using technology is the next natural 
stage of human communication. We can already 
send our thoughts around the world in the blink 
of an eye - converted into verbal or written 
communications via phone lines and the internet 
- so why not send them directly from brain 10. 
brain? Instead of typing or speaking into a device, 
we would simply think into it, and the machine 
would do the rest. Researchers at Reading 
University are currently pursuing technologies that 
would connect human nervous systems to each 
other, and if the technology was contained within 
2 portable WiFi device (either implanted in the 
brain, or carried in something as small as Tosh's 
alien pendant), the effect would be virtually 
indistinguishable from classic telepathy 

Another kind of mind reading is that practiced by 
illusionists such as Derren Brown. Brown claims 
no psychic abilities — simply the skill to read subtle 
cues in the body language of his subjects (known 
as cold reading), and to influence those subjects" 

thought processes through his own 
subliminal cues (known as neuro- 
linguistic programming). Though 
this is an illusion when it is 
presented as clairvoyance or 
magic, if the psychological. 
methods Brown claims 

to use are accurate, it is 

perhaps the closest we can 

hope to see to genuine 

mind reading. Though 

а more accurate term 

might be ‘body reading’, the 
involuntary physical 
movements of the subject are 
a representation of mental 
processes, and therefore, by proxy, 

а method of seeing the unconscious workings 
of the mind. Of course, the information cold 
readers can detect is broad, best-guess stuff that 
must be refined using other techniques, unlike 
Toshiko's crystal-clear telepathic perception. But as 
a skill that can be practised without any kind of 
sci-fi equipment, this kind of theatrical mind 
reading is a truly extraordinary feat to observe. 


FUTILITY, OR THE WRECK OF THE TITAN HAS 


MANY SIMILARITIES TO THE SINKING OF 
THE TITANIC, YET PREDATES IT BY 14 YEARS. 
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FALSE MEMORIES! 


The powers of suggestion employed by the likes 
of Derren Brown can also be employed to create 
false memories, such as those seen in the episode 
Adam. Where Adam himself alters Tosh and 
Owen's entire personalities with a touch, the 
psychologist Elizabeth Loftus has shown how 
frighteningly easy it is to do much the same through 
subtle misinformation, given during just one 
brief meeting. 

For ethical reasons, Loftus's implanted 
memories tend to err on the side of 
the mundane — a dislike of hard- 
boiled eggs, being lost in 
a shopping centre as a child, 
and so on. But she has also 
persuaded people to create 
entire false memories of 
meeting Bugs Bunny at 
Disneyworld, seeing 
injured animals at the site 
of a terrorist attack, and 
even witnessing demonic 
possession! 

“We can easily distort 
memories for the details of an 
event that you did experience," says 
Loftus. "And we can also go so far as to plant 
entirely false memories. We call them rich false 
memories because they are qo detailed and so big.” 

Such research has potentially far-reaching 
implications for people with "recovered memories" 
recalled under hypnotherapy. This controversial 
technique has uncovered previously forgotten 
memories of everything from child abuse to past 
lives — but are the memories all they seem? 

Consider the case of Bridey Murphy. This was 
the name given by Virginia Tighe while she was 
under hypnosis in 1952. Tighe claimed that she had 


been Murphy in a previous life, living in Ireland 
between 1798 and 1864. While hypnotised, she 
recalled details of her past life in an Irish accent, 
sang Irish songs, and even described her own 
funeral. А book by Tighe's hypnotist, Morey 
Bernstein became an international bestseller, but 
it was not long before the truth came out. 

Though no evidence could be found of a woman 
that matched Tighe's vivid descriptions in 19th 
Century Irish records, one Bridie Murphey Corkell 
was located — alive and well across the street from 

Tighe’s childhood home. Songs and stories 
that Tighe had heard as a child had 
been forgotten by her conscious 
mind, but came out under 
hypnosis, conflated into 

something quite different 
Whether the notion of 
a past life began with 
suggestion from the 
hypnotist (intended or 
not), or whether her own 
mind joined the dots in 
the manner of a dream is 
impossible to say, But as 
Tighe was under hypnosis, 
intentional deception on her part 
seems unlikely, and false memories 
seem the most probable explanation. 


DEMONS! 


Finally, we turn our attention to a more corporeal 
phenomenon — though one that still relies on the 
power of the human mind — the notion that devils 
walk among us! Yes, the sight of the mighty demon 
Abaddon stomping his way across Cardiff might 
Бе one of the least likely scenes in Torchwood 10 
find parallels in the real world, yet the climax of 
End Of Days echoes just such а case from 1855. 


It was 9 February, and heavy snow had fallen 
across south Devon the night before, Across the 
county, villagers awoke to find mysterious tracks 
in the snow — cloven hooved and suggestive of 
a creature walking on two legs, not four. Most 
alarming, though, was the extent of the tracks — 
said to stretch more than 100 miles — and the 
fact that they didn't appear to stop for walls and 
other barriers! 

Rumours quickly spread that the Devil had 
been abroad in Devon that night, and more and 
more examples of the prints were spoken of 
from Topsham to Totnes. By 16 February, the story 
even made The Times, which reported: 

"The foot prints шеге to be seen in all kinds of 
inaccessible places — on the tops of houses and narrow 
walls, in gardens and courtyards enclosed by high walls 
and palings, as шей as in open fields. There was hardly 
а garden in Lympstone where the footprints were not 
observed... The creature seems to have approached the 
doors of several houses and then to have retreated, 
but no one has been able to discover the standing or 
resting point of this mysterious visitor." 

Many explanations have since been advanced 
for the hoofprints, from escaped kangaroos to 
ropes trailing from a low-flying balloon, but none 
is really satisfactory. Of course, the likelihood is 
that many everyday creatures were out in the snow. 
that night, and as tales of the hoofprints spread, 
more and more people were keen to identify 
ordinary, overlapping animal tracks as continuations 
of the Devil's journey. Yet the kernel of a mystery 
remains. And lest you think that Devon's own Devil 
is confined to the past, in March last year, the 
Daily Mail reported a similar set of tracks in 
Woolsery, in the north of the county. Though these 
tracks spanned only one snow-covered garden, 
they were similarly hoof-shaped, and reminded 
many residents of a Victorian visitor they would 
rather forget... T 
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Here's to The New World. 
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